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§G- Several hymns, contained in the first edition, 
are omitted in this, and their place is supplied by 
others more interesting and valuable. 


The number of bymts is considerably increased. 
Among the additional ones, and those inserted in the 
place of some omitted, there are certainly some of 
the choicest ‘songs of Zion,” which are contained 
in obr language. If it be said, the hymps omitted 
are good ; it may be replied, those inserted in their 
stead are better. 

It is boped,. nothing will be found in these pages 
offensive to good taste, or contrary to sound doc-~ 
trine. 
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; I. The Mercy Seat. Heb. 4: 16..C. M. 


1. A PPROACH, my soul, the mercy seat, 
Where Jesus answers prayer ; 
‘Lieve humbly fall vefore his feet, 
For none can perish there. 


2 Thy promise is my only plea, 
With this I vehture nigh ; 
Thou callest burden’d souls to thee, 
And such, O Lord, am I. 


3 Bow’d down beneath a load of sin, 
By Satan sorely prest, 
By war without and fears within, 
I come to thee for rest. 


4 Be thou my shield and hiding place ! 
That, shelter’d near thy side, 
I may my fierce accuser face— 
And tell him, ‘* Thou hast died.” 


@ O wondrous love! to bleed and die, 
To bear the cross and shame, 
That guilty sinners, such as I, 
Might plead thy gracious name. 
6 Poor soul, with tempest-toss’d, be still, 
My promis’d grace receive : 
°Tis Jesus speaks—I must, I will, 
I can, I do believe. 
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4 HYMN 2,3. «xs 


if. Bong of Moses and the eS Rev, 15:3. S.M 


1 WAKE, ahd sing the fede 
Of. Moses and the Lamb ; 
Wake every heart and every tongue, 
To prajse the Saviour’s name. 


3) 


Sing of his dying love, 
Sing of his rising power; -“* 
Sing how he intercedes above, 
For those whose sins he bare. 


(es) 


Sing, on your heavenly way, ; 
Ye ransom’d sinners sing, 

_ Sing on, rejoicing every day, 

In Christ, the eternal King. © 


ib 


Soon shall we hear him say, 
‘© Ve blessed children come,” 
Soon will he call us hence away, 
And take his wanderers home, 


OX 


Soon shall our raptur’d tongue 
His endless praise proclaim ; 
And sweeter voices tune the song 

Of Moses and the Lamb, > 


WI. The loving kindness of the Lord. Js. 63: 7. 


1 WAKE, my soul, in joyful lays, 
And sing thy great Redeemer’s praise ; 

He justly claims a song from me, 
His loving-kindness, O how free ! 


2 He saw me ruin’d in the fall, 
Yet lov’d me, notwithstanding all; 
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ix HYMN 4. 


He sav’d me from my low estate, 
His loving-kindness, O how great ! 


Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 
Though earth and hell my way Oppose, 
He safely leads my soul along ¥ 


His loving-kindness, O how ‘strong ! 4% 


When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, ~ 
- Has gather’d thick, and thunder’d loud ; 
_He near my soul has always stood, 


His loving-kindness, O how good ! 


Often I feel my sinful heart 
Prone from my Jesus to depart, 
But though [ oft have him forgot, 
His loving. kindness changes not ! 


Soon shal! I pass the gloomy vale, 
Soon all my-mortal:powers must fail ; 
O may my lust expiring breath, 

His loving-kindness sing in death ! 


Then let me mount, and soar away, 
To the bright worlds of endless day, 
And sing with rapture and surprise, 
His loving-kindness in the skies. 


Iv. Gh. My 


O! God is here ; let us adore, 
And humbly bow before his face ¢ 
e 


+t all within us feel his power, 
Let all within’ us seek his grace. 


Being of beings ! may our praise 
Thy ‘courts with gratefulincense fill ; 
AQ 


“ef 


Or 


Ke, LIYMN 3. 


Still may we stand before thy face, 
- Still hear and do thy holy will. ” 


3 More of thy presence, Lord, impart ; 

More of thy image may we bear 5 
Erect thy throne within our heart, 
And reign without a rival there. 


V. Behold he prayeth. Acts 9:11. C. M. 


1 - AYER is the soul’s sincere desire, 
Utter’d or unexpress’d, 
Phe motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast. 


2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

The (alling of a tear ; : 
The upward glancing of an eye, 
When sone but God is near,’ 


3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
Ehatinfant lips can try 5 
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach 
The majesty on high. 


A Prayer is the christian’s vital breath, 
‘Phe christian’s native air, 
Ilis watchword at the gale of death— 
He enters heaven with prayer. . 


5 Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice, 
- * Returning from his ways, 
While angels in their songs rejoice, — 
~ And say—“ Behold he prays.” 


HYMN 6. 
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& oO thou, by whom we come to God, 

The life, the truth, the way ! 
The path of prayer thyself hast trod— 
Lord, teach us how to pray. 


» 


VfL. Grateful Recollection—Ebenezer,' PM, 


1 OME, thou fount of every blessing, 
Tune my heart to sing ayy grace ; 
‘Streams of mercy never ceasing 
‘Call for songs of loudest praise : : 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above, 
That high mount—O fix me on it, 
Mount of God’s unchanging love. 


2 Here I raise my Ebenezer, 

Hither by thy,help I’m come ; 

And I hope by thy good pleasure 
Safely to arrive at home ; 

Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God ; 

He, to save my soul from danger, 
Interpos’d his precious blood, 


3 0! to grace how great a debtor, 

Daily I’m constrain’d to be ! 

Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to thee ! 

Prone to wander, Lord I fee] it ; : 
Prone to leave the God I love ; ‘ 

Here’s my heart, Lord, take and seal it, 
Seal it from thy courts above, 
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HYMN 7, 8. 
VIL. Desiring communion with God. L. M, 


Y rising soul, with strong desires, 

To perfect happiness aspires, 
With steady steps would tread the road, 
That leads to heaven, that ieads to God. 


2 J thirst to drink unmingled love, 


From the pure fountain-head above ; 
My dearest Lord, | long to be 
Empty’d of sin, and full of thee. 


For thee I pant, for thee I burn, 

Art thou withdrawn ? again return, 
Nor let me be the first to say, 

Thou wilt not hear, when sinners pray. 


Vill, Rising to God. L, M. 


OW let our souls, on wings sublime, 
Rise from the vanities of time 5 
Draw back the parting veil, and see 
The glories of eternity. 


Born by a new, celestial birth, 

Why should we grovel here on earth ? 
Why grasp at transitory toys, 

So near to heaven’s eternal joys ? 


Shall aught beguile us on the road, 
While we are walking back to God ? 
For strangers into life we come, 
And dying is but going home. 


4 Welcome, sweet hour of full discharge, 


That sets our longing souls at large ; 
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HYMN 9. 
Ht 


Uabinds’ our chaitis, breaks up our cell, 


And gives us with our God to dwell. 


5 To dwell with God, to feel his love, ~ 
i the full heaven enjoy’d above-s’ 

~ Aud the sweet expectation now, 

Ts the young dawn of heaven below. 


“ 


aX. - Pray without ceasing. 1 Thess.5:17. L. M. 
# 


RAYER was appointed to convey, 
The blessings, God designs to give 
Long as they live should christians pray, * 
For only while they pray, they live. 


2 The christian’s heart his prayer indites ; 


He speaks as prompted from within ; 
The Spirit his petition writes ; 
And Christ réceives and gives it in. 


3 And wilt thou in dead silence lie, 


4 If pain afflict, or wrongs oppress, SIF on 


When Christ stands waiting forthy prayer ? 
My soul, thou hast a Friend on high ; J 
Arise and try thy intrest there. 


If cares distract, or fears dismay ; 
If guilt deject, if sin distress ; 
The remedy’s before thee Pray. 


5 ’Tis prayer supports the soul that’s weak, 


Though thought be broken, language lame; 
Pray, | if thou canst, or canst not speak, 
Bat pray with faith in Jesus? name, 


6 Depend on him ; thou canst not fail ; a 


Make all thy wants and wishes known : ; 


19 HYMN 10, 11, 


i 


a 
- 


Fear not ; his merits must prevail : 
Ask what thou wilt, it shall be done. 


—— 


X. Holy Boldness. L. M. 


PRINKLED with reconciling blood, 
I‘ dare approach thy throne, O God . 
Thy face no frowning aspect wears, 
Thy hand no vengeful thunder bears ! 


Th’ encircling rainbow, peaceful sign ! 
Doth with refulgent brightness shine ; 
And while my faith beholds it near, 

I bid farewell to every fear. 


Let me my grateful homage pay ; 

With courage sing, with fervor pray ; 
And though myself a wretch undone, 
Hope for acceptance through thy Son—~ 


Thy Son, who on the accursed tree, 
Expir’d to set the vilest free : 
On this I build my only claim, 
And all I ask is in his name. ~ 


XI. Exhortation to prayer. L. M. 


HAT various hindrances we meet, 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 


Prayer makes the darken’d cloud withdraw, 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 


HYMN 12. li 


Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above. 


3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight ; 
Prayer makes the christian’s armor bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 


4 While Moses stood with arms spread wide, * 
' Success was found on Israel’s side ; 
But when through weariness they fail’d, 
That moment Amalek prevail’d. 


5 Have you no words? Ah, think again : 
Words flow apace when you complain, 
And fill your fellow-creature’s ear 
With the sad tale ofall your care. 


6 Were half the breath thus vainly spent, 
To heaven in supplication sent ; 
Your cheerful songs would oft’ ner be, 
- “ Hear what the Lord has done for me.” 


XII. Ruth 1: 16,17. 7s, 


EOPLE of the living God! 
I have sought the world around, 

Paths of sin and sorrow trod, 

Peace and comfort no where found : 
Now to you my spirit turns, 

Turns,—a fugitive unblest ; 
Brethren ! where your altar burns, 

Oh, receive me into rest. 


2 Lonely I no longer roam, 
Like the cloud, the wind, the wayeg 
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Where you dwell shall be my home, 
Where you die shall be my grave ; 

Mine the God whom you adore—- 
Your Redeemer sball be mine ; 

Earth can fill my soul no more, 
Every idol I resign. 


XIIl. Numbers 23: 28. I. M. 


| W HAT hath God wrought! might Israel : 


When Jordan roll’d its tide away, [say, 
And gave a passage to their bands, 
Safely to march across its sands. 


What hath God wrought ! might weil be said, 
When Jesus, rising from the dead, 

Scatter’d the shades of Pagan night, 

And bless’d the nations with his light. 


3 What hath God wrought ! O blissfal theme ! 


Are we redeem’d and call’d by him ? 


_ Shall we be led the desert through, 


And safe arrive at glory too ? « 


The news shall ev’ry harp employ, 

Fill ev’ry tongue with rapt’rous joy: _ 
When shall we join the heav’nly throng, 
To swell the triumph and the song ! 


XIV. L. M. 


7 ESUS, where’er thy people meet, — 

There they behold thy mercy seat ; 

Where’er thoy seck thee, thou art found, 
And ev’ry place is hallow’d ground, 


- 
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Fiere may we prove the power of prayer, 
‘To strengthen faith and sweeten care ; 
To teach our faint desires to rise, 

And bring all heaven before our eyes. 


1S 


3 Lord, we are few, but thou art near ; 
Nor short thine arm, nor deaf thine ear 
“O.! tend the heavens, come quickly eon 
And make a flowsand hearts thine own. 
XV. Faith’s Review and Expectation.- 1 Chron. 17 : 
4 16,.17. °C: M. 
I MAZING grace! (hew sweet the sound,) 
That sav’d a wretch like me ! 
i once was lost, but now am found, 
Was blind, but now I see. 


°T was grace that taught my heart to fear, 
And grace my fears reliev’d ; 

How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I first believ’d ! 


Through many dangers, toils and snares, 
I have already come; — ty, F 
Tis grace has brought me safe thus far, & 
And grace will lead me home. 


The Lord has promis’d good to me, 
His word my hope secures 5 - 

He will my shield and portion be, 
As long as life endures. 


5 Yes, when this flesh and heart shall fal, 
_ And mortal life shall cease, wiih 
) aI shall possess within the veil, 
A life of joy and peace. 
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HYMN 16. 
XVI. I will trust and not be afraid. P. M. 


1 EGONE, unbelief, 
My Saviour is near, 

And for my relief, 
Will surely appear 3; 

By prayer let me wrestle, 
And he will perform ; 

With Christ in the vessel, 
I smile at the storm. ~ 


2 Though dark be my way, 
Since he is my guide, 
°Tis mine to obey, 
Tis his to provide ; 
Though cisterns be broken, 
And creatures all fail, 
The word he has spoken, 
Shall surely prevail. 


8 His love in time past 

Forbids me to think 

He'll leave me at last 
In trouble to sink ; 

Each sweet Ebenezer 
I have in review, 

Confirms his good pleasure 
To help me quite through. 


4 Determin’d to save, 
He watch’d o’er my path, © 
When, Satan’s blind slave, 
I sported with death ; 
And can he have taught me 
To trust in his name, 


HYMN 17. 15 


And thus far have brought me, 
To put me to shame ? 


& Why should I complain 
Of want or distress,” 
Temptation or pain ? 
He told me no less : 
The heirs of salvation, 
I know from his word, 
Through much tribulation, 
Must follow their Lord. 


6 How bitter that cup, 
No heart can conceive, 
Which he drank quite up, 
_ “That sinners might live £ 
His way was much rougher | 
And darker than mine ; 
Did Jesus thus suffer, 
And sha!l I repine ? 
7 Siace all that I meet 
Shall work for my good, 
The bitter is sweet, 
The med’ cine is food ; 
Though painful at present, 
?T will cease before long, 
And then Q! how pleasant 
The conqueror’s song 


XVII. Home. Sevens. 
I RETHREN, while we sojourn here, 
; Fight we must, but should not fear; 
_ Foes we have, but we’ve a friend, — r 
One who loves us to the end ; 
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HY MN 187% 


Forward then with courage’gp, 
Long we shal! not dwell below ; 
Soon the joyful news will come, 


‘Child, your Father calls—come home. 


In-the world a thousand snares 

Thay to take us unawares 5 (97> 
Satan, with malicious art, ~~. | 
Watches each unguarded heart. 
But from Satan’s malice free, 
Saints-shall soon victorious be 5 

Soon the joyful news will come, 

Child, your Father calls—come home. 


But of all the foes we meet, 

None so apt to turn our feet, 

None betray us into sin, 

As the foes we have within ; 

Yet let nothing spoil your peace, 
Christ will also conquer these ; 

‘hen the joyful news will come, 
fhild, your Father calls—come home. 


XVII. 7s. 


HILDREN of the Heavenly king, 

As ye journey sweetly sing ; 

Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise, 
Glovious in his works and ways. 


Ye are travelling home to God, 
In the way your futhers trod : 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall sce. 
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‘3 Oye banish’a seed, be glad ! 


Christ our ocate Is made ; : 
_ Us to save, our flesh assumes, 
Brother to our'souls becomes. 


4 Shout, ye little flock and blest, 

’ You on Jesus’ throne shall rest gM 
There your seat is now prepar’d, 
There your kingdom and reward. 


~5 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand 
On the burdets of your land ; 
Jesus Christ, your Father’s Son, 
Bids you undismay’d go on. 


6 Lord ! submissive make us go, 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we still will follow thee ! 


XIX, He beheld the City and wept over it. »- 
Luke 19: 41. S. M. 
I ID Christ o’er sinners weep ? 
And shall our cheeks be dry ? 
Lei floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye. 


2 The Son of God in tears, 
Angels with wonder see ! 
Be thou astonish’d, O my soul, 
Sle shed those tears for thee. 


3 He wept, that we might weep ; 
_ Each sin demands a tear ; 
Tu heaven alone no sin is found, 
And there’s no weeping there. 
B2 


18 HYMN 20, 21. 
XX. Eternity. L. M. 


1 4 TERNITY ! stupendous theme ! 

» EA 4 Compar’d with which our life’s a dream. 
Eternity ! © awful sound, 
A deep where all our thoughts are drown’d. 


Eternity ! the dread abode 

And habitation of our God ; 

His glory fills the vast expanse, 
Beyond the reach of mortal glance. 


an >) 


3 But an eternity there is 

Of deepest wo, or highest bliss : 
And swift as time fulfils its round, 
We to eternity are bound. 


4 What countless millions of mankind 

- Fave left this fleeting world behind ! [see 5 
They’re gone ; but where ?—ah! pause and 
Gone to a long eternity. 

Sinner, canst thou forever dwell, 

-In all the fiery deeps of hell ? 

And is death nothing then to thee, | 

Death and a dread eternity 2 


GR 


6 Ye gracious souls, with joy look up ; 

~ In Christ rejoice, your glorious hope ; 
This everlasting bliss secures, _ 
God and eternity are yours. 
a 


XXI. Divine Forgiveness. Luke 7: 47. L. M. 


1 FENORGIVENESS ! “tis a joyful sound 
To malefactors doom’d to die ; 


HYMN 22 


Publish the bliss the world around, 
Ye seraphs, shout it from the sky ! 


to 


Tis the rich gift of love divine ; A 

’Tis full, outmeasuring every crime ; 
Unclouded shall its glories shine, 

And feel no change, by changing time. 


3 O’er sins unnumber’d as the sand, 
~ And like the mountains for their size, 
The seas of sovereign grace expand, 
The seas of sovereign grace arise. 


4 For this stupendous love of Heaven, 
What gratefal honors shall we show ? 
Where much transgression is forgiven, 
Let love with equal ardor glow. 


By this inspir’d, Jet all our days 

With various holiness be crown’d ; 

Let truth and goodness, prayer and praise 
In all abide, in all abound. 
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XXII. Thehiding place. Js. 32: 2, L. Me 


oe 2 

I AIL, sovereign love, that first began 
E The scheme tuo rescue fallen man ! 
Hail, matchless, free, eternal grace,. 
That gave wy soul a hiding place ! 

2 Against the God that rulesthe sky — 
{ fought, with hand uplifted high ; 
Despis’d the mention of bis grace, 
Secure without a hiding place. 


3 Inwrapt i in thick, Egyptian night, 
_ And fond of darkness more than light, 
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Madly I ran the sinful race, 
‘Too proud to seek a hiding place. 


But lo ! the eternal counsel ran, 
Almighty grace arrest the man! . 

I felt the arrows of distress, 

And found I had no hiding place- 
Vindictive justice stood in view 52%. 
To Sinai’s fiery mount Iflews <> 
But justice cried, with frowning face, 
'Phis mountain is no hiding places 
Ere long a heavenly voice Lheard, 
And mercy for my soul appear ; 

She led me on, with pleasant pace, 
To Jesus Christ, my hiding place. 
Should storms of seven-fold thunder roll, 
‘And shake the globe from pole to pole, 
No thunder-bolt shall daunt my face, 
For Jesus is my hiding place. 


On him almighty vengeance fell, 
Which must have sunk a world to hell ; 
He bore it for a sinful race, : 
‘And thus became our hiding place. 


A few more rolling years at most, 
Will land. me safe on Canaan’s coast, 
Where I shall sing the song of grace, 
Safe in my glorious hiding place. 


‘XKIUIL Way to Heaven, L. M. 
ESUS, my all, to heaven has gone, 
He, whom I fix my hopes upon ; 
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His track I see, and 1’ll pursue 
The narrow way, till him I view. 


The way the holy prophets went, 
The road that leads from banishment, 
The king’s highway of holiness ; 

I'll go, for all his paths are peace. 
This is the way I long have sought, 
And mourn’d beeause I found it not ; 
My govief, my burden long has been, 
Because I could not cease from sin. 
The more I strove against its power, 
I sinn’d and stumbled but the more ; 
Till late f heard my Saviour say, 
Come hither, soul, I am THe way, 


Lo ! glad I come, and thou blest Lamb, 
Shall take me to thee as I am ; 

My sinful self to thee I give, 

Nothing but love shall I receive. 

Then will I tell to sinners round, 

What a dear Saviour I have found ; 

I'll point to thy redeeming blood, 

And say—* Behold the way to God,” 


XXIV. Pilgrim’s Farewell. P. M. 


ET us rise and go to Zion’s hill, 
Where all the peace and glory dwell, 
And there we’ll sing to God our King, 
And praise his name forever more. 
CHORUS 
V’]i march to Canaan’s land, 
Pil tand on Canaaa’s shore, 


a2 HYMN 24. 


Where ploasuresmever end, 
And troubles come no more ; 
Tl go and see what joys are there— 


Fare you well, my friends, T must be gone: 
I have no home nor stay. with,you, 
Pil take my staff and travel on, 
‘Vill | a better world cau view. ~ 
* Pll march, &c. on 
Farewell, my loving friends, farewell. 
Lappy soul, just gone from earth to heaven ; 
He flies to distant worlds above 5. 
No more in this poor house of clay, 
He dwells with God in perfect love. 

Pll march, &e. 


Where pain and death can never come. 


We will go, like him, to see our God, 
And change this earth for heaven’s abode : 
Come dry your tears, Christ is your friend, 
‘And he will swift deliverance send, 

-PN1 march, &c. 


-In Him our sorrows soon will end. 


Ss, 


Travel on to blest eternity, 
Where Jesus waits for us to come, 
In death’s dark gloom, shout victory, 
‘And rise to your eternal home. 
Vil march, &c., 
Where fear and change shall be no more. 


Golden joys above, where Jesus dwells, 
His love is full for every saint 5 
The Fount of Life immortal flows 
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HYMN 25, 26. 23 


Through heavenly motte without restraint. 
Pil march, &e. mY 
All’s mine, found faithful here below. 


YA caution to Professors. L. M. 


OT words alone it cost the Lord, . 
be To purchase pardon for his own ; 
Nor will-a sonl by grace restor’d, 
Return the Saviour words alone. 


With golden bells, the priestly vest, 
And rich pomegranates border’d round, 
The need of holiness express’d, 

And call’d for fruit as well as sound. 


Easy indeed it were to reach 

A mansion inthe courts above, 

If swelling words and fluent speech 
Might serve instead of faith and love. 


But none shall gain the blissful place, 
Or God’s unclouded glory see, 

Who talks of free and sovereign grace, 
Unless that grace has made hum tree. 


XXVI. IsEphraim my dear son? Jer.31:20, L.M. 


ETURN, O wanderer, return, 
And seek an injur’d Father’s face ; 
Those warm desires that in thee burn, 
Were kindled by reclaiming grace. % 


2 Returo, O wanderer, return, 
And seek a Father’ 8 melting heart ; 


24% _ HYMN 27. 
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His pitying eyes thy grief discern, .° 0.5. 
His hand shall heal thine inward smart. - ~ 
Return, O wanderer, return, 
He heard thy deep, repentant sigh, 
He heard thy soften’d spirit mourn, 
When no intruding ear was nigh. © 
Return, O wanderer, return, — +5. 
Thy Saviour bids thy spirit live j.° > 
Go to his bleeding feet, and learn’ = 
How freely Jesus can forgive. ~ 
Return, O wanderer, return, > 
And cast away thy slavish fear ; 
Tis God who says, ‘‘ no longer mourn,” 
’Tis mercy’s voice invites thee near. 


Return, O wanderer, return, 
Regain thy lost, lamented rest 
Jehovah’s melting bowels yearn 
To clasp his Ephraim to his breast. 


XXVII. C. M. 


HY should the christian waste in sighs 
The breath that God has given; 
Whom every passing hour that flies 
Bears onward fast to heaven ? 


Why should he wish for perfect bliss, 
In this dark world forlorn ; 

Or seek, amidst the wilderness, 
A rose without a thorn ? 


Our Father God ! be ours the grief, 
Which to thy sons belongs ; 
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And letus share in their.relief, 


Their everlasting songs, 


XXVIII. Tempted, but flying to Christ. 


ESUS ! lover of my soul, 
ay Let me to thy bosom fly, * 
While the raging billows roll— 

W hile the tempest still is high ! 
Hide me, 0 my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide ; 

QO, receive my soul at last. 


Other refuge have I none,— 
Hangs my helpless soul on thee ; 
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me : 
All my trust on thee is stay’d, 
All my help from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of thy wing. 


Thou, O Christ, art all T want ; 
All in all in thee I find ! 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind ! 
Just andholy isthy name, ~ 
I am all unrighteousness ; 
Vile and full of sin I am, 
Thouw art full of truth and grace, 


Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my sins— 
Let the healing streams abound ; 


C 
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Make and keep me pure within ; 
Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee : 
Spriog thou up within my heart, 
Rise to all eternity. | 


—a 5 


XXKIX. The Pilgrim’s Song. 7. 6- 


ISE my soul, and stretch thy wings, 


_ Thy better portion trace, 
Rise from transitory things, 
Towards heaven, thy native place. 
Sun, and moon, and stars decay, 
Time shall soon this earth remove - 
Rise, my soul, and haste away, 
To sents prepar’d above. 


Rivers to the ocean run, 
Nor stay in all their course ; 
Fire ascending seeks the sun ; 
Both speed them to their source : 
Thus a soul new born of God, 
Pants to view his glorious face, 
Upwards tends to his abode, 
To rest in his embrace. 


Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn ; 
Press onward to the prize ; 

Soon the Saviour will return, 
Triumphant in the skies = 

Yet ascason, and ye know » 
Happy entrance will be given, 

All your sorrows left below, 
And earth exchang’d for heaven. 


HYMN 30, 31. 87 
XXX. Praise for the fountain opened. C. M. 


? HERE is a fountain fill’d with blood, 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins ; 
And sinners, plung’d beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 


2 The dying thief rejoie’d. to see ~ 
That f6untain in his day ; | 
O may I there: ‘though vile as he, 
Wash all my sifis away. 


. 


3 Dear dying Lamb ! thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransom’d church of God 
Be sav’d, to sin no more. 


4 B’er since by faith I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 


5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 
Tl sing thy power to’save, 
When this poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. 


XXXI. Comforts, True and False. C. M. 


1 GOD, whose favorable eye 
j The sin-sick soul revives ; 
Holy and heav’nly is the joy 
Thy shining presence gives. 


2 Not such as hypocrites suppose, 
_. . Who with a gracelessheart, 


ae . 
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Taste not of thee, but drink a dose 
Prepar’d by Satan’s art... 


a 


5 


C 


Intoxicating joys are theirs, 
Who, while they boast their light, 
.And seem to soar above the’ stars, 
Are plunging into night » ©. 

4 Lull’d in a soft and fatal sleep, — 
They sin, and yet rejoice ; 
Were they indeed the Saviour’s sheep, 

Would they not hear his voice? 


Be mine the comforts that reclaim 
The soul from Satan’s power ; 
That make me blush for what I am, 

And hate my sin the more. 


or 


6 Tis joy enough, my All in All, 
‘At thy dear feet to lie ; 
Thou wilt not let me lower fall, 
And none can higher fly. 


XXXII. Resignation. It is the Lord. 1 Sam. 2:18, 
C. M. 
1 QT is the Lord—enthron’d in light, 
Whose claims are all divine # 
Who bas an undisputed right 
To govern me and mine. 


2 It is the Lord—should I distrust 
Or contradict his will ? 
Who cannot do but what is just, 
And must be righteous still. 


3 It isthe Lord—who can sustain 
Beneath the heaviest load, 
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¥rom whom assistance I obtain, 
To tread the thorny road. 


4 It is the Lord—whose matchless skill 
Can from afflictions raise— 
Matter, eternity to fill ~ 


With ever-growing Basico: 


% Itis the Lord—my cov’nant God, 
Thrice blessed: be his name, 
Whose gracious promise, seal’d with blood, 
Must.ever:be the same. 


§ His cov’nant will my soul defend, 
Should nature’s self expire’; 
And the great Judge of all descend 
In awful flaming ite," 


XXXUI. Life pag strength in Christ. 7s. 


1 ON of God, thy blessing grant, 
Still supply my every want ; 
Tree of life, thine influence shed, 
With thy sap my spirit feed. 

2 Tenderest branch, alas! amI, 
Wither without thee, and die ; 
Weak as helpless infancy ; 

O confirm my soul in thee ! 


3 Unsustain’d by thee, I fall ; 
Send the strength for which I call : 
Weaker than a bruised reed, 
Help I every moment need. 


4 All my hopes on thee depend ; 
Love me, save me to the end } ' 
C2 


~ 
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Give mo the continuing grace, 
Take the everlasting praise. 


XXXIV. Holy Fortitude; or the Christian Soldier. 
C. Ma in 
- we 1 e- t a 
1 M 1 a soldier of the cross.2. 
A follower of the Lamb ?> 
And shall I fear to°own his cause, 
Or blush to speals his name ? 


2 Must I be carry’d to the skies, 
On flowery beds of ease : i 
Whilst others fought to win the prize, 
‘And sail’d through bloody seas ? 


3 Are there no foes for me to face ? 
Must I not stem the flood ? 
Is this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God ? 


4 Sure I must fight, if T would reign ; 
Increase my courage, Lord ; 
['ll bear the toil, endure the pain, « 
Supported by thy word. = =" py 


5 Thy saints, in all this glorious wary 
Shail conqaer though they die ; 
They view the triumph from afar, 
And seize it with their eye. 
6 When that illustrious day shall rise, 
And all thy armies shine, r 
In robes of victory through the skies— 
The glory shall be thine. 
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XXXYV. God’s servant’s should praise and extol him. 
5&6 , 
1 E servants of God, 
Your Master proclaim, 
And publish abroad . 
His wonderful Name ; 
The nameall victorious 
Of Jesus extol; 
His kingdonris glorious, 
And rules over all, 


God ruleth on high, 

Almighty to save ; 

And still he is sigh, 

His presence we have ; 
The great congregation 

His triumph shall sing, 
Ascribing salvation 


To Jesus our King, 


3 Salvation forGod 
Who sits on the throne— 
Letiall ery aloud, 
Avid honor the Son ; 
Our Jesus’ high praises 
The angels proclaim ; 
= Fall down on their faces 


f And worship the Lamb. +s : 


CS) 


4 Then let us adore, Sag 
And give him his right ; 
All glory and power, 

And wisdom and might ; £ 


32 a ee HYMN, 86, 37.0 
“All honor and’blessing, 
With angels above; . 
And thanks never ceasing, 
And infinite love: 
XXXVI. Majesty of Gods Ps 18. ©. M. 
1 HE Lord descended from above, 
And bow’d the heavens most high, 
And underneath his feet he cast” . 3 
"The darkness of the sky: ~~ 


2 On Cherubim and Seraphim, 
_- Full royally he rode, 
And on the wings of mighty wind, 
Came flying all abroad. 
3 He sat serene upon the floods, 
Their fury to restrain 5 (+ 
And he as Sov’reign Lord and King, 
For evermore shall reign. «+ ~ 


: x 
XXXVIL Jehovah Nissi--The Lord my banner; 
Exodus 17:15.’ °° ; 
i Y whom was David taught 
To aim the dreadful blow, 

When he Goliath fought, ’ 

= And laid:the Gittite low ? 
No sword nor spear the stripling took, 
But chose a pebble from the brook.’ ~ 


2 Twas Israel’s God and King, 
Who sent him to the fight 5 
Who gave him strength to sling, 

And skill to aim aright. 


Ke re 


ay : j cee aes 
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Ye feeble saints, your strength endures, ? 
Because young David's God is yours. - 


3 Who order’d Gideon forth, 
To storm the invader’s camp, 
With arms of little worth, 
A pitcher-and atamp ? ‘ 
The trumpets made his coming known, 
And all the host'was overthrown. 


4 Ohn'!I have spe én the day, 
When, with a’single word— 
God helping i me to say, 
My trust is in the Lord— 
My soul has quell’d a thousand foes, 
Fearless of all that could oppose. 


5 But unbelief, self will, 
Self-righteousness and pride, 
How often do they steal 
My weapon from my side? 
Yet David’s Lord and Gideon’s friend 
Will help bis servant to the end. 


Xe 


XXXVUL “The Request. C. M. 


1 NATHER, whate’er of earthly bliss 
Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at thy throne of grace, 
Let this petition rise ; 


2 Give mea calm, a thankful heart, 
From every marmur tree ; 
The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 


B Let the sweet hope that thou art mine, 
My life and death attend ; 


oh pea Sen 
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Thy presence through my journey shiiiie; 
And crown my journéy’s end. 


XXXIX. Salvation by Grace. Eph. 2. S. M. 


1 RACE! ’tis a charming sound, 
Harmonious to my ear; — 


Heayen with the echo shall resound, 
‘And all the earth shall hear. 


2 Grace first contriv’d.a way ~ 
To save rebellious’ man, 
And all the steps that grace display, 
Which drew the wondrous plan. . 


3 Grace taught my wand’ring feet 
To tread the heavenly road ; 
And new supplies each hour I meet, 
. While pressing on to God. 
4 Grace all the work shall crown,” 
Through everlasting days$ 
It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. ©: 


— } ; - 


XL, Excceding great and precious promises, 
2 Pet. 1:4 Ws, i 


1 OW firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith in-his excellent word ! - 
What more can he say, than to you he hath ‘said? 
Vou, who unto Jesus for refuge have fled. 


2 In every condition, in sickness, in health, 
In poverty’s vale, or abounding in wealth, 
At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea, 
‘ As thy days may demand, shall thy strength ever be,” 


ar ; 
ae HYMN 41. 85 
eR eat ; : 
$ * Fear not, Iam with thee, O be not dismay’d, 
©I,1 amthy God and will still give thee aid ; 
“Ill strengthen thee, help thee,*and cause thee to 


* Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand. [stand, 


4 *« When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 
* The rivers of woe shall not over thee flow ; 
“For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless, 

* And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 


* When through fiery trials thy pathway shall liey 
* My grace all-sufficient shall be thy supply ; 
«The flame shall not hurt thee, I only design 

* Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine. 


wo. 


‘Even down to old age, my people shall prove 

‘* My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; 

* And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn, 
* Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne. 


7 ©The soul that on Jesus hath Jean’d for repose, 
«I will not, E,will not desert to his foes ; 
‘ That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
‘ll never, no never, no never forsake. 


a 


.. XLI. The Death of a Believer. C. M. 


1 BN vain my fancy strives to paint 
The moment after death, 

he glories that surround the saints, 

When yielding up their breath. 


2 One gentle sigh their fetters breaks ; 
We scarce can say, ‘‘ They’re gone !” 
Before the willing spirit takes 
Her mansion near the throne. 


3 Faith strives, but all ifs efforts fail 
To trace her in her flight ; 

No eye can pierce within the veil, 

Which hides that world of light. 
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4 Thus much, and this is all, we know, 
They are completely blest ; 
Have done wifh sin and care and woe, 
And with their Saviour rest. 


Or 


On harps of gold they praise his name, 
His face they always view ; 

Then let us followers be of them, 
That we may praise him too. 


ep) 


Their faith and patience, love and zeal, 
Should make their memory dear ; 

And, Lord, do thou the prayers fulfil 
They offer’d for us here ! 


7 While they have gain’d, we losers are, 
We miss them day by day ; 
But thou canst every breach repair, 
And wipe our tears away. 


8 We pray, asin Elisha’s case, Ss, 
When great Elijah went; ~~ 
May double portions of thy grace, 
To us, who. stuy he sent, 


wv 
XLIL. Walking with God. Gen. 5:24. C. M. 
| FOR a closer walk with God, 


A calm and heavenly frame; 
A light to shine upon the road, 
That leads meto the Lamb ! 


2 Where is the blessedness IT knew 
When first I saw the Lord ? 
Where is the soul refreshing view 
Of Jesus and his word ? 
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~3 What peaceful hours I then enjoy’d ! ~ 
How sweet their memory still ! 
But now I find an aching void, 
The world can never fill. 


)4 Return, O holy dove! return, 
Sweet messenger of rest ! 
I hate the sin that made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my breast. 


5 The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate’er that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from thy throne, 
And worship only thee. 


6 So shall my walk be close with God,. 
Calm and serene my frame ; 
So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 


XLILU:+ The band of love. P. M, 


1 UR souls in love together knit, 
Indissolubly one— 
One hope, one heart, one mind, one voice, 
*Tis heaven on earth begun ; 
Our hearts did burn while Jesus spakejy 
And glow’d with sacred fire ; 
- He stoop’d, and talk’d, and kindly blest, 
And fill’d the enlarg’d desire. 
CHORUS, 
A Saviour ! let creation sing ! 
. _A Saviour ! let all heaven ring ! 
He’s God with us, we feel him ours, 
His fulness * our souls he pours : 


% 
5. 
F 
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Our days on earth will geon be oer, 

We’re following those who’ve gone before, 
We soon shall reach the blissful shore, 
Where we shall meet to part no more. 


We’re soldiers, fighting for our God, 
Let trembling cowards fly 5 
We’ll stand unsnaken, firm and bold, 
For Christ to live and diew- 
Let devils rage and hell assail, 
We'll fiz it’ our passage through ; . 
Though foes increase and friends desert, 
We'll seize the crown ia yiew. 
A Saviour, &c. 


The little cloud increases fast, 
Tn heaven are signs of rain ; 


~* We wait to catch the heavenly shower, 


And all its moisture drain: — 
- Arrill, a stream, a torrent flows 5 ~ 
But pour a mighty flood ! 
O sweep the nations—shake the earth, 
Till all proclaim thee, God ! 
A Saviour, &c. 


When thou shalt make thy jewels up, 
@And set thy starry crown ; 
When all thy sparkling gems shall shine, 
Proclaim’d by thee, thine own ; 
May we, a little band of love, 
All sinners sav’d by grace ; 
From glory unto glory chang’d, 
Behold thee face to face. 
A Saviour, &c. 
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KLIV. Christ the rock cleft for sinners. 1 Cor. 10: 
yy fe te 
1 OCK of ages, cleft for me, 
R Let me hide myself in thee ! 
Let the water aad the blood, 
From thy wounded side which flow’d, 
Be of sin the double cure, 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 


Not the labor of my hands 

Can fulfil thy laws demands ; 
Could my zeabno respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow ; 
All for sin could not atone, 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 
3 Nothing in my band [ bring, 
Simply to thy cross I cling ; 
Naked come to thee for dress, 
Helpless, look to thee for grace 3 
Black, L to the fountain fiy, 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 


4 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
Whea my heart-strings break in death ! 
Wheo I soar to worlds unknown, 
See thee on the judgment throne ; 
Rock of ages, cleft for me, 3 
Let me hide myself in thee. 


~ 


XLV. Prayer for a Revival. P. M: 
i AViOUR, visit thy plantation ; 
Giant us, Lord, a gracious rain ! 
Ali will come to desolation, 
- Unless thou return again, 


‘ 
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Keep no longer at a distance, 
Shine upon us from on high, « 
Lest, for want of thine assistance, 
Every plant should droop and die. 


Surely, once thy garden flourish’d, 
Every part look’d gay and green ; 

Then thy word our spirits nourish’d, 
Happy ‘seasons we have seen. 


But a drought has since sutcagdad, 
And a sad decline we see 5* 
Lord, thy help is greatly feeded, 
Help can only come from thee. 
Where are those we counted leaders, 
Fiil’d with zeal, and love, and truth ? 
Old professors, tall as cedars, 
Bright examples to our youth ! 


Some, in whom we once delighted, 
We shall meet no more below ; 
Some, alas! we fear are blighted, 
Scarce a single leaf they show ! 


Younger plants—the sight how pleasant ! 
Cover’d thick with blossoms stoéd ; 

But they cause us grief at present, 
Frosts have nipp’d them in the bud, 


Dearest Saviour, hasten hither ; 

Thou canst make them bloom again ; 
O ! permit them not to wither, 

Let not all our hopes be vain. 


Let our mutual love be fervent, 
Make us prevalent in prayers ; 


uaa 
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Let each one, esteem’d thy servant, 
Shun the world’s bewitching snares. 


10 Break the tempter’s fatal power, 
Turn the stony heart to flesh ; 
And begin, from this blest hour, 
To revive thy work afresh. 


XLVI. Confidence in God. Psalm 34. C. M. 


1 HRO? all the changing scenes of life, 


In trouble and in joy, 
The praises of my God shall still 
My heart and tongue employ. 


2 Of his deliverance I will boast, 
Till all who are distrest, 
From my example comfort take, 
And charm their griefs to rest. 


3 The hosts of God encamp around 
The dwellings of the just : 
Protection he affords to all, 

Who make his name their trust. 


4 O make but trial of his love ! 
Experience will decide, 
How blest are they, and only they, 
Who in his truth confide ! 


5 Fear him, ye saints, and you will then 
Have nothing else to tear ; 
Make you his service your delight ; 
Your wants shall be his care. 


6 While bungry lions lack their prey, 
‘The Lord will food provide 
‘ bis* D2 
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For such as put their trust in him, 
And sce their needs supply’d. 


KLVH. Dependance. S. M. 
1 O keep the lamp alive, 
With oil we fill the bowl ; 
‘Tis water makes theswillow thrive, 
And grace that feeds the soul. 
The Lord’s unsparing hand. ~ 
Supplies the living stréam ; 
It is not at our own command, 
But still deriv’d from him, 


3 Beware of Peter’s word, 
Nor confidently say, 
«IT never will deny thee, Lord,” 
But “ Grant I never may.” 


4 Man’s wisdom is to seek 
His strength in God alone ; 
And even an angel would be weak, 
Who trusted in his own. 


5 Retreat beneath his wings, 
And in his grace confide ; 
This more exalts the King of kings, 
Than all your works beside. 


6 In Jesus is our store, 
Grace issues from the throne ; 
Whoever says “ I want no more,” 
Confesses, he has none. 


i] 


1 H, ye immortal throng 


XLVIII. Jesus seen of Angels. 1 Tim. 3: 16. 
| Of angels round the throne ! 
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Join with our feeble song, 
To make the Saviour known: 
On earth ye knew 
His wondrous grace ; 
His beauteous face 
In heaven ye view. 

2 Ye saw the heaven-born child 
In human flesh array’d ; 
Benevolent and mild, 
While in the manger laid ; 

And praise to God, 
And peace on earth, . 
For such a birth, 
Proclaim’d aloud. 


3 Ye in the wilderness, 
Beheld the tempter spoil’d, 
Well known in ev’ry dress, 
In ev’ry combat foil’d ; 
And joy’d to crown 
The victor’s head, 
When Satan fled 
Before his frown. 
4 Around the bloody tree 
Ye press’d, with strong desire, 
That wondrous sight to see— 
The Lord of life expire ; 
And could your eyes 
Have known a tear, 
Had dropp’d it there 
In sad surprise. 
5 Around his sacred tomb 
A willing watch ye keep, 


A4 HYMN ss 
Till the blest moment come, & 
To rouse him from his sleep ; 
Then roll’d the stone, 
And all ador’d { 
Your rising Lord, 
With joy unknown. 4 


6 When all array’d in light, 2*q4® 
The shining conq’ ror rode, es 
Ye hail’d.his rapt’rous flight 
Up to the throne of God. ae ‘ 

And wav’d around ©# 
Your golden wings, —— « 
And struck your strings 

Of sweetest sound, ‘ 


ar 


The warbling notes pursue, 
~ And louder anthems raise ; - 
While mortals sing with you , 
Their own Redeemer’s praise > 4 ~ 
And thou, my heart, 
With equal flame, ¥ 
Aud joy the same, 
Perform thy part. 


eXLIX. Hope encouraged by a view of the Divine Per~ | 
fections. 1 Sam. 30: 6. . 


1 tiY sinks my weak, desponding mind? 

Why heaves my heart the anxious 

Can sovereign goodness be unkind? [sigh ? 
Am I not safe, if God is nigh ? 


2 He holds all nature in his hand— 
That gracious hand on which I live 
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Doth life, and time, and. death, command, 
And hath immortal joys'to give. 


’Tis he supports this fainting frame ; 

On him alone my hopes reciine 5) 

The wondrous glories of his name, 

How wide they spread! how hright they shine} 


Infinite wisdom! beundless power ! 
Unchanging fatthfulness_and love ! 
Here let me trust, while Tb adore— 
Nor from my refi ge e’er remove. 


My God, if thou art mine theeed. 


. Then have 1 all my heart can crave 3 


at” 


A present help in time of need ; 
Still kind to héar, and strong to save. 


Forgive my doubts, O gracious Lord ! 

And ease the sorrows of my breast ; +f 
Speak to my heart the healing word, 

That thou art mine—and I am blest, 


L. Christ also suffered—leaving us an example. 

1 Peter 2:21. 7s. 
O to dark Gethsemane, 
Ye that feel temptation’s power ; 
Your Redeemer’s conflict see ; 
Watch witb him one bitter hour, 
Turn not from his griefs away, 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 


Follow to the judgment-hall, 
View the Lord of life arraign’d ; 

0, the wormwood and the gall! 
Q, the pangs his soul sustain’d ! 


- 
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Shun not suffering, sone or loss 5 
Learn of bim to bear the cross. 


Calvary’s mournful mountain climb; 
There, admiring “at his feet, — 
Mark tiat miracle oftime, =: 
God’s own sacrifice complete ; 
‘Tt is finish’d,”’ hear Him ery 3 
Learn of Jesus Christ. to'die, * 


Early hasten to the tomb, 

Where they laid his breathless clay ; 
All is solitude and gloom : 

—Who' has taken him away 2 _ * 4 
Christ is risen ; he meets our eyes ; 
Saviour, teach us so to rise ! 


LI. Desiring Heaven. er a 
WHEN shall I see Jesus, ast 
- ae} 


And reign with him above; "© 
And from that flowing fountain, | 
Drink everlasting love ? 
When shall I be deliver’d 
From this vain world of sin ; 
And with my blest Redeemer 
Drink endless pleasures in ? 


But now I am a soldier, 
My Captain’ s gone before, 
He’s given me my orders, 
And bids me not give o’er ! Ss 
And since he has prov’d faithful, %\ 
A righteous crown he’ikgive, 
And all his valiant soldiers 
Eternally sball live, 
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8 Through grace I am determin’d 
To conquer, though I die ;.— 
And then away to Jesus, © 
On wings of love Dll fly. 
Farewell to sin*and sorrow— 
I bid you-all adieu.; 
And O, my friends, prove faithful, 
And on your way pursue. 
4 And if you meet with troubles 
And trials on your. way, 
_ Then cast your care on Jesus, . 
é And without ceasing pray ; 
Gird on the heavenly armor, © 
Of faith and hope and love, 
® And when the combat’s ended, . 
&*.  He’ll carry you above. 


5 O be not then discourag’d, 
~ Our Saviour Christ doth live ; 
And if you want more wisdom, 
He’ll not refuse to give. 
Neither will he upbraid you, 
Though oftener you request ; 
He’ll give you grace to conquer, 
And take you home to rest. 
6 And when the last loud trumpet 
Shall rend the vaulted skies, 
And bid the sleeping millions 
From their cold beds arise ; 
Our ransom’d dust reviving, 
Bright beauties shall put on, 
And soar to the blest mansions, . 
* gh bere our Redeemer’s gone. 
* 


-* 
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Our eyes shall then with rapture 
The Saviour’s face behold ; .. 

Our feet no more diverted, : 
Shall walk the streets of gold ; . 


‘Our ears shall hear with transport 


The hosts celestial sing §* 
Our tongues shall chant the glory 
Of our immortal Kings. = | 


LII. Welcoming the’ Cross. 79. 
; IS my happiness below, 
Not to live without the cross : 
But the Saviour’s power to know, 
Sanctifying every loss : 
Trials must and will befall ; 
But—with humble faith to see 
Love inscrib’d upon them all— 
This is happiness to me. 


God, in Israel, sows the seeds 
Of affliction, pain and toil ; . 
These spring up and choke the weeds 
Which would else o’erspread the soil : 
Trials make the promise sweet ; 
Trials give new life to prayer ; 
Trials bring me to his feet— 
Lay me low and keep me there. 


LIIf. Zion, the City of God. Js. $3: 20, 21. 


LORIOUS things of thee are spoken, 
Zion, city of our God! 
He, whose word cannot be broken, 
Form’d thee for his own abode : 


e 
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On the rock of ages founded, 
What can shake thy sure repose ? 
With salvation’s walls surrounded, 
Thou may’st smile at_all thy foes. 
2 See the streatns of living waters 
Springing from eternal love, 
Well supply thy sons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove : 
Who can faint, While such a river 
Ever flows, their thirst to assuage ? 
Grace, which like the Lord, the giver, 
Never fails, from age to age. 
3 Round each habitation hovering, 
See the cloud and fire appear ! 
For a glory and a covering, 
Shewing that the Lord is near ; 
-Thus deriving from their banner 
Light by night and shade by day ; 
Safe they feed upon the manna, 
Given to them when they pray. 
4 Blest inhabitants of Zion, 
Wash’d in the Redeemer’s blood ! 
Jesus, whom their souls rely on, 


Makes them kings and priests to God : 


*Tis his love his people raises, 
Over self to reign as kings ; 
And as priests, his solemn praises 
Each for a thank-offering brings. 
5 Saviour, if of Zion’s city 
I, through grace, a member am ; 
Let the world deride or pity, 
I will glory in thy name ° 
E 1 a uy 
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Fading is the worldling’s pleasure, _ 

_ All his boasted pomp and show ; 

Solid joys and lasting treasure, ~ 
None bat Zion’s Keita know. © 


LIV. Hatred of sin. £: M. 
1 FOLY Lord God ! I love thy truth, 
Nor dare thy least commandment slight; 
Yet pierc’d by sin, the serpent’s tooth, 
I mourn the anguish of the bite, 
But though the poison works within, 
Hope bids me still with patience wait ;  *- 
Till death shall set me free from sin, 
Free trom the only thing I hate. 
Had I a throne above the rest, 3 
Where angels and archangels dwell ; 
One sin, unslain, within my breast, 
Would make that heaven as dark as hell. 
4 The prisoner, sent to breathe fresh air, 
. And bless’d with liberty again, 
Would mourn, were he condemn’d to wear 
£One link of all his former chain. 
5 But, oh! no foe invades the bliss, 
When glory crowns the christian’s head, 
One view of Jesus, as he is, 
Will strike all sin forever dead. 
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LV. Old Testament Gospel. P. M. 
1 SRAEL, io ancient days, 
Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze, 
But learn’d the gospel too : 


- 
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The types and figures were a glass, 
In which they saw the Saviour’s face. 


2 The paschal sacrifice, 
And blood besprinkled door, 
Seen with enlighten’d eyes, 
And once apply’d with power, 
Would teach the need of other blood, 
Fo reconcile an angry God. 


3 The lamb,-the dove, set forth 
His perfect mnocence, 

Whose blood of matchless worth, 
_« Should be'the soul’s defence ; 
-~For he, who can for sin atone, 
~ Must have no failings of his own. 


4 The scape-goat on his head, 
‘The people’s trespass bore ; 
And to the desert led, 
Was to be seen no more ? 
fn him our Surety seem’d to say, 
** Behold I bear your sins away,” 


& Dipt in his fellow’s blood 
The living bird went free ; 
The type, well understood, 
Express’d the sinner’s plea ; 
Describ’d a guilty soul enlarg’d, 
And by a Saviour’s death discharg’d- 
6 Jesus, I love to trace, 
Throughout the sacred page, 
The footsteps of thy grace, 
The same in every age ! 
_ © grant that I may faithful be 
‘To clearer light, youchsaf’d to me ! 


* 
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LVI. The Word more precious than gold. P. M. 


1 RECIOUS Bible ! what a‘treasure 
Does the word of God afford ! 
All I want for life or pleasure, 
Foop and MED’cINE, SHIELD and swoRD: 
Let the world account me poor, 
Having this, I need no more. 


© 


Foop, to which the world’s a stranger, 
Here my hungry soul enjoys ; ° 

Of excess there is no danger 5 
Though it fills, it never cloys : 

On a dying Christ I feed, 

He is meat and drink indeed ! 


3 When my faith is faint and sickly, 
Or when Satan wounds my mind, 
Cordials to revive me quickly, 
Healing mep’cines here I find ; 
To the promises I flee, 
Each affords a remedy. 


4 In the hour of dark temptation, 
Satan cannot make me yield, 
For the word of consolation 
Is to me a mighty SHIELD 5 
While the Scripture-truths are sure, 
From his malice I’m secure. 


Vain his threats to overcome me, 
When I take the Spirit’s sword 5 
Then with ease I drive him from me, 

Satan trembles at the word : 
Tis a sworp for conquest made, 
Keen the edge and strong the blade. 


Or 
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6 Shall I envy then the miser, 
Doting on his golden store ? 
Sure Iam, or should be wiser, 
- Lam rich, ’tis-he is poor : 
Jesus gives me in his word, 
Foop and MED’ CINE, SHIELD and sworp. 


* 


LVII. The Covenant God. P. M. 
1 HiE God of Abraham praise, 
Who reigns enthron’d above, 
Ancient of everlasting days, 
And God of love! 
Jehovah, great 1 AM ! 
By earth and heaven confest. 
I bow and bless the sacred name, 
For ever bless’d. 


2 The God of Abraham praise, 
At whose supreme command, 
From earth I rise and seek the joys 
At bis right hand. 
I all on earth forsake, 
Its wisdom, fame and power ; 
And him my ouly portion make, + 
My shield and tower. 


3 The God of Abrabam praise, 
Whose all sufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days, 
In all his ways : 
He calls a worm his friend ! 
He calls himself my God ! 
And he shall save me to the end, 
Throvgh Jesus’ blood. 


Be 
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4 He by himself hath sworn, 
. Lon his oath depend, ; 
I shall, on eagle’s wings upborne, 
To heaven ascend : 
I shall behold his face, 
I shall his power adore ; * 
And sing the wonders of his grace, 
For evermore. 


LVIII. The Name of Jesus. Sol. Song 1:3. C. M. 


1 OW sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer’s ear ! 
It sooths his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 
2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast ; 
>Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary, rest. 


3 Dear name! the rock on which I build ; 
My shield and hiding place ; 
My never-failing treasury fill’d 
With boundless stores of grace. 
4 Bytthee, my prayers acceptance gain, 
Although with sin defil’d ; 
Satan accuses me in vain, 
And I am own’d a child. ; 
5 Jesus! my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest and King ; 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 
6 Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought ; 
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But when I see thee as thou art, 
Ill praise thee as I ought. 


Till then I would thy love proclaim, 
With ev’ry fleeting breath ; 

And may the music of thy name 
Refresh my soul in death. 


LIX. Bartimeus. JZark 10: 47, 48. 


oe GON of David ! have compassion” — 
9 Thus blind Bartimeus. pray’d ; 
“ "thou hast come for our salvation ; 
“ Lord, to me afford thine aid.’ 
Many for his crying chid him, 
But more earnestly he cry’d, 
*Vill the gracious Saviour bid him, 
“ Come, thou shalt not be deny’d.” 
Money was not what he wanted, 
Though by begging us’d to live ; 
But he ask’d and Jesus granted, 
Alms which none but he could give. 
* Lord, remove this grievous blindness, 
“‘ Let my eyes behold the day ;” 
Straight he saw, and, won by kindness)" 
Follow’d Jesus in the way. 


- Oh! methinks F hear him praising, 


Publishing to all around— 
« Friends, is not my case amazing ? 
‘© What a Saviour’ Ihave found! 
“ Oh ! that all the blind but knew him, 
** And would be advis’d by me ! 
they would hasten to him, 
* He would cause them all to see.” 
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LX. “The glory of Christ.) P.M. 


O THOU ! in whose presence my soul takes de- 
On whom in afiliction I call ; [light ; 
My comfort by day, and my song in the night, 
My hope, my salvation, my all. 
Where dost thou at noontide resort with thy sheep, 
To feed in the pastures of love? 
Say why in the valley of death should I weep. 
Or alone in the wilderness rove ? 


O why should I wander an alien from thee, 
Or cry in the desert for bread ? 

Thy foes will rejoice, when my sorrows they see, 
And smile at the tears I have shed. 


Ye daughters of Zion, declare, have you seen 
The star that on Israel shone? suet 

Say if in your tents my beloved hath been, 
‘And where with his flock he is gone ? 

This is my beloved, his form is divine, 


His vestments shed odors around ; 
The locks on his head are as grapes on the vine, 


When autumn with plenty is crown’d. 

The roses of Sharon, the lilies that grow 
In the vales, on the banks of the streams, 

On his cheeks in the beauty of excellence blow ; 
And his eyes are as quivers of beams. 

His voice as the sound of the dulcimer sweet, 
Is heard through the shadows of death ; 

The cedars of Lebanon bow at his feet, 
The air is perfum’d with his breath. 


His lips as a fountain of righteousness flow, 
That waters the garden of grace ; 

From which their salvation the Gentiles shall know, 
And bask in the smiles of his face. 


9 Love sits on bis eyelids, and scatters delight 


Through all the bright mansions on high ; 
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Their faces the Cherubim veil in his sight, 
And praise him with fulness of joy. 


31@ He Jooks, and ten thousands of angels rejoice, | ° 
* A . 2 
And myriads wait for his word ! 
Be speaks, and eternity fill’d with his voice, 
Re-echoes the praise of the Lord. 


LX It is finished. Join 19: 30. L. M.°* 
i? at finish’d, so the Savicur ery’d, 
And meekly bow’d his head dad died. 
*Tis finish’d—yes, the race is run, 
The batthé fought, the victory won. 


2 Tis finish’d—all that heaven decreed, 
And all, the ancient prophets said, ‘ 
Is now fulfill’d, as was designed, 
In me the Saviour of mankind. 


3 ’Tis finish’d—this my dying groan 
Shall sins of every kind atone: 
Millions shall be redeem’d from death, 
By this my last expiring breath. 

4 "Tis finish’d—Heaven is reconcil’d, 

’ And all the powers of darkness spoil’d : 
Peace, love, and happiness again 
Return and dwell with sinful men. 


LX. Ascension. 7s. 


5% 4. i ATL the day that saw him rise, 
Ravish’d from our wishful eyes ; 
Christ, awhile to mortals given, 
Reascends his native heaven ; 


‘Fhere the pompous triumph waits ; 
* Lift your heads, eternal gates ! 
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*¢ Wide unfold the radiant scene, 
“ Take the King of glory in !” 


Master, (may we ever say,) 


- Taken from the world away, 


Sce thy faithful servants, see, 

Ever gazing up to thee: 

Grant, though parted from our sight, 
High above yon azure height,— 
Grant our souls may thither rise— 
Foll’wing thee beyond the skies. 


Ever upward let us move, * 
Waftted on the wings of love ; 
Looking when our Lord shall come— 
Looking for,a happier home : 

There we stall with thee remain, 
Partners of thy endless reign ; 

There thy face unclouded see— 
Find a heaven of heavens in thee. 


LX. Hymn—by Krisunv ; the first Hindoo whe 


4 
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broke the chain of the cast, and was baptized in Ben- 
gal. Translated from the Bengalee, by Rev. Mr. 


Ward. 


THOU, my soul, forget no more 
The Friend who all thy misery bore ; 

Let ev’ry idol be forgot, 
But, O my soul, forget Hum not. 
BRUMHU* for thee a body takes, 
Thy guilt assumes, thy fetters breaks, 
Discharging all thy dreadful debt ;— 
And canst thou e’er such love forget ? 
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3 Renounce thy works and ways with grief, 
And fly to this more sure relief ; 
Nor Him forget who left his throne, 
And for thy life gave up his own. 


4 Infinite truth and mercy shine 
In Him, and he himself is thine ; 
‘And canst thou, then, with sin beset, 
Such charms, such matchless charms, forget ? 


Ah ! no—till life itself depart, 

His name shall cheer and warm my heart ; 
And, lisping this, from earth Ill rise, 

And join the chorus of the skies. 


Or 


6 Ah! no—when all things else expire, 
And perish in the general fire, ‘ me 
This: name all others shall survive, 

And through eternity shall live. 


*The Hindoo name of the ONE GOD. 


_ LXIV. Prayer answered by crosses. L. M. 


ASK’D the Lord that I might grow 

In faith and love, and every grace ; 
Might more of his salvation know, 
And seek more earnestly his face. 


2 Twas he, who taught me thus to pray, 
And he, I trust, has answer’d prayer ; 
But it has been in such a way, 

As almost drove me to despair. 


3 1 hop’d that in some favor’d hour, 
At once he’d answer my request ; 
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And by his love’s constraining, power, 
Subdue my sins, and give me reste 


A Instead of this, he made me feel 
The hidden evils of my heart ; 
‘And let the angry powers of hell 
‘Assault my soul inevery part. 


5 Yea more, with his own hand he seem’ 
Intent to aggravate my Wo ; 

Cross’d all the fair designs I schem’d, 
Blasted my gourds and laid me low. 


6 Lord, why is this, I trembling ery’d, 
Wilt thou pursue thy worm to death ?. 
« "Tis in this way,” the Lord reply’d,. 
‘‘ J answer prayer for grace and faith. 


od 


These inward trials I employ, 

« From self.and pride to set thee free 5 
« And break thy schemes of earthly joy» 
« That thou mightst seek thy a in me.” 


LXV. Prayer for Patience. Li 
1 ORD, who hast suffer’d all for me, 
My peace and pardon to procure, 
Phe lighter cross I bear for thee, 
Help me with patience to endure. 


1) 


The storm of loud repining hush, 
I would in humble silence mourn 5 
Why should the unburnt tho’ burning bush, 
Be angry as the crackling thorn ? 


3 Man should not.faint at thy rebuke, 
Like Joshua falling on his, facey, 
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When the curs’d thing that Achan took, 
Brought Israel into just disgrace. 


4 Perhaps some golden wedge suppress’d, 
Some secret sin offends my God ; 
Perhaps that Babylonish vest, 
Self-righteousness, provokes the rod. 


5 Ah! were I buffetted all day, 
Mock’d, crown’d with thorns, and spit upon, 
I yet should have no right to say, 
My great distress is mine alone. 


6 Let me not angrily declare, 
No pain was ever sharp like mine ; 
Nor murmur at the cross I bear, 
But rather weep, remembering thine. 


LXVI. The new Convert. P. M. 


1 HOW happy are they, 
Who the Saviour obey, 
And have laid up their treasure above ! 
Tongue can never express 
The sweet comfort and peace 
Of a soul in its earliest love ! 


2 That sweet comfort was mine, 
When the favor divine, 

T first found in the blood of the Lamb ; 
When my heart first believ’d, 
What true joy I receiv’d, 

What a heaven in Jesus’ dear name ! 


3 ’Twas a heaven below, 
My Redeemer to know : 


¥ 
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And the angels could do nothing more 
Than to fall at his feet, 
And the story repeat, 

And the lover of sinners adore. 


4 Jesus, all the day long, 
Was my joy and ny song ! 

O that all his salvation might see ! 
He hath lov’d me, I ery’d, 
He hath suffer’d and died, 

To redeem such a rebel as me. 


5 On the wings of his love, 
I was carried above 

All my sin, and temptation, and pain ; 
And I could not believe 
That I ever should grieve, 

That I ever should suffer again. 


6 I then rode on the sky, 
Freely justified I, 
Nor did envy Elijah his seat ; 
My glad soul mounted higher, 
In a chariot of fire, 
And the world was quite under my feet. 
7 Othe rapturous height 
Of that holy delight, 
Which I felt in the life-giving blood ! 
Of my Saviour possest, 
I was perfectly blest, 
As if fill’d with the fulness of God. 


LXVII. Pride. 8S. M. 


1 NNUMERABLE foes 
Attack the child of God : 
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He feels within the weight of sin, 
A grievous, ga‘liag load. 


2 Temptations too without, 
) Of various kinds assault ; 
Sly snares beset his travelling feet, 
And make hia often balt. 


3 From sinner and from saint, 
He meets with many a blow ; 
His own bad heart creates bim smart, 
Which only God can know. 


A But though the host of hell 
Be neither weak nor small ; 
One mighty foe deals dangerous wo, 
Aad hurts beyond them all. 
5 Tis pride, accursed pride, 
That spirit’by God abhorr’d ; 
. Do what we will, it baunts us still, 
And keeps us from the Lord. 


6 °Tis hurtful when perceiv’d : 
Whea not perceiv’d, ’tis worse ; 
Unseen or seen, it dwells within, 
And works by fraud or force. 
7 Against its influence pray— 
It mingles witb the prayer ; 
Against it preach—it prompts the speech ; 
Be silent, still ’tis there. 


8 Thou meek aod lowly Lamb, 
This haughty tyrant kill, 

That wounded thee, though thou wast fres, 
And grieves thy Spirit still 
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9 Our condescending God, 
(To whom else shall we go ?) 
Remove our pride, whate’er betide, 
And lay and keep us low. 


10 Thy garden is the place 
Where pride cannot intrude ; 
For should it dare to enter there, 
’T would soon be drown’d in blood. 


LXVUI. Spiritual Voyage. P. M. 


1. WESUS, at thy command, 
I launch inte the deep ; 
And leave my native land, 
Where sin lulls all asleep : 
For thee I would the world resign, 
And sail to heaven with thee and thine, 


2 Thou art my Pilot wise, 
My compass is thy. word; + 
My soul each storm defies, © 
While I have such a Lord ; 
I trust thy faithfulness and power, 
To save me in the trying hour. 


3 Though rocks and quicksands deep, 
Through all my passage lie, 
Yet thou wilt safely keep, 
And guide me with thine eye ; 
My anchor hope shall firm abide, 
And I, each boisterous storm outride. 


4 By faith I see the land, 
The port of endless rest; 
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My soul, thy sails expand, 

And fly to Jesus’ breast ; 
O may I reach the heavenly shore, 
Where winds and waves distress no more. 


Whene’er becalm’d [ lie, 
And storms forbear to toss, 
Be thou, dear Lord, still nigh, 
Lest I should suffer loss ; 
For more the treacherous calm I dread, 


Than tempests bursting o’er my head. _. 


Come, heavenly wind, andblow + 
A prosperous gale of grace, 


“Walt me from all below, 


To heaven, my destin’d place ; 
Then in full sail my port I'll find, 
And leave the world and sin behind. 


LXIX. Hebrews 13: 14. L. M. 


re E’VE no abiding city here”— 
This may distress the worldly mind ; 

But should not cost the saint a tear, 

Who hopes a better rest to find. 

‘¢ We’ve no abiding city here” — 

Sad truth, were this to be our home : 

But let this thought our spirits cheer, 

“ We seek a city yet to come.” 


“ We’ve no abiding city here”— 
Then let us live as pilgrims do ; 
Let not the world our rest appear ; 


But let us haste from all below, 
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4 “ We've no abiding city here” — 
We seek a city out of sight : 
Zion its name—the Lord is there— 
It shines with everlasting light. 


LXX. Return to thy rest, @ my soul. 5. BE. 
I IKE Noah’s weary deve, 
That soar’d the earth around, 
But not a resting place above 5 
The cheerless waters found 
& O cease, my wand’ring soul, 
On restless wing tO roam ; 
All the wide world, to either pole, 
Has not for thee a home. 
' 3 Behold the ark of God, 
Behold the open door 5 
ae Hasten to gain that dear abode, 
And reve, my soul, no more. 
4 There, safe thou shalt abide, — 
There, sweet shall be thy rest, 
And every longing satisfied, 
With full salvation blest. 
5 And when the waves of ire 
4» Again the earth shall fill, 
& The ark shall ride the sea of fire, 
Then rest on Zion’s hill 


J.XXL. Consolation. P. M- 
t ‘OME, ye disconsolate, 
Where’er you languish, 
€ome, at the shrine of God 
Fervently kneel ; 
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Here bring your wounded hearts, 
Here tell your anguish ; 

Earth bas no sorrow 
That heaven cannot heal. 


2 Foy of the comfortless, 
Light ef the straying, 
Hope, when al? others die, 
Fadeless and pure; 
Here speaks the Comforter, 
In God’s name, saying, | 
“ Earth has no. sorrow 
“ That heaven cannot eure” 


EXXIE The flock.of Christ. S BA. 


E | REEN pastures and clear streams, 
Freedom and quiet rest, 
Christ’s flock enjoy, beneath his. beamsy, 


Orin hi dow, blest.. 
2 Secure alarms: 
' Fromm violenee or snares; 


The lambs he gathers in his arms,, 
‘And in his bosom bears. 
3 The wounded and tlie weak 
He comforts, heals and binds ; 
The lost he came from. heaven to seek, 
And saves them when he finds. 


£ Conflicts and trials done, 
His glory they behold, -. 
Where Jesus and his flock are one,, 
i Qne Shepherd and one fold. 
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LXXIII. Fight of Faith. L. M. 
17 F HE christian warrior, see him stand 
In the whole armor of his God ; 
The Spirit’s sword is in his hand ; 
His feet are with the Gospel shod ; 


~ 


In panoply of truth complete, 

Salvation’s helmet on his head, 

With righteousness, a breast-plate meet, 
And faith’s broad shield before him spread, 


3 With this, omnipotence he moves, 
From this, the alien armies flee ; 
’Till more than conqueror he proves, 
Thro’ Christ, who gives him victory. 


4 Thus strong in his Redeemer’s strength, 
Sin, death and hell he tramples down, 
Fights the good fight, and wins at length, 
Through mercy, an immortal crown, 


LXXIV. Our God forever and ever. P. M. 
1 HIS, this is the God we adore, 
_ Our faithful, unchangeable friend ; 
Whose love is as great as his power, 
And knows neither measure nor end ; 


2 ’Tis Jesus, the first and the last, ry 
Whose Spirit will guide us safe home ; 
We'll praise him for all that is past, 
And trust him for all that’s to come. 


LXXV. Christian’s Warfare. §, M. 


1 OLDTERS of Christ, arise, 
And put your armor on: 
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Strong in the strength which God supplies, 
Through his eternal Son. 

Strong in the Lord of Hosts 
And in his mighty power ; 

Who in the streagth of Jesus trusts, 
Is more than conqueror. 


2 Stand then in his great might, 

With all his strength endu’d ; 

And take, to arm you for the fight, 

’ The panoply ot God ; 

That baving all things done, 
And all Youre conflicts past, 

Ye may o’ercome through Christ alone, 
And stand secure at last. 


3 Stand then against your foes, 
In close and firm array. 4 
Legions of wily fiends oppose, 
T hroughout the evil day. 
~ Indissolubly *d, 
“a. To ei. See 
But arm yourself with all the mind. 
That was in Christ your head. 


| From strength to strength go on, 
Wrestle and fight, and pray ; 

Tread all the powers of darkness down, 

_ Aod win the well fought day. 

Still may the Spirit cry, 
In al! his soldiers, ‘‘ come ;” 

Till Christ the Lord comes from on high, 
And takes the conquerors home. 
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LXXVI. At parting. ©. M. 


i LEST be the dear, uniting love, 
That will not let us part ; 
Our bodies may far off remove, 
We still are one in heart. 


2 Join’d in one spirit to our head, 
Where he appoints, we go ; 
And still ia Jesus’ footsteps tread, 
And shew his praise below. 


3 Partakers of the Saviour’s grace, 
The same in mind and heart, 
Nor joy, nor grief, nor time nor place, - 
Nor life, nor death can part, Ba Tha 


A But let us hasten to the day, 
Which shall our flesh restore ; 
When death shall all be done away, 
And bodies part no more. 


LXXVIL Union. P. M. 


1 ROM whence doth this union arise, 
That hatred is conquer’d by love ? 
It fastens our souls with such ties, 
No distance nor time can remove. 


2 It cannot in Eden be found— 
Ah! not in a Paradise lost ; 
It grows on Immanuel’s ground, 
And Jesus’ rich blood was its cost. 


‘ 


3 My friends! who so dear are to me— 
—QOur hearts all united in love— 


i 
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Where Jesus is gone, we shall be, 
In yonder blest mansions above. 


4 0! why then so loath,now to part, 
Since we shall ere Jong meet again ? 
Engrav’d on Immanuel’s: heart, 
At a distance we cannot remain. 


5 Though call’d to resign up this breath, 
And quit these frail bodies of clay ; 
When freed from corruption and death, 
We'll unite in the regions of day. 


6. With Jesus we ever shall reign, 
And all his bright glories shall see, 
And sing, Alleluia, Amen ! 
Amen ! even so let it be. 


LXXVIIi. Dismission. P. M. 


1 Lien: dismiss us with thy blessing, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 
et us each, thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace : 
O ! refresh us, 
Travelling through this wilderness, 


2 Thanks we give and adoration, 
For thy gospel’s joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of thy salvation, 
In our hearts and lives abound : 
May thy presence 
With us evermore be found. 


3 So whene’er the signal’s given, 
Us from earth to call away ; 
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Borne on angel’s wings to heaver, 
Glad to leave our cumbrous clay, 
May we ready, 
Rise and reign in endless day. 


ate 
LXXIX. To the Trinity. P. M. 


1 OME, thou Almighty King, 
Help us thy name to sing, 
flelp us to praise ! 
Father all glorious, 
O’er all victorious, 
Come and reign over us, 
Ancient of days. 


2 Jesus, our Lord, arise, 
Scatter our enemies, 
_ And make them fall : 
Let thine almighty aid, 
Our sure defence be made, 
Our souls on thee be stay’d > _ 
Lord, hear our call. 


3 Come, thou incarnate Word, — 
Gird on thy mighty sword, 
Our prayers attend. 
Come, and thy people bless, 
And give thy word success. 
Spirit of holiness, 
On us descend ! 


4 Come, holy Comforter ! 
Thy sacred witness bear 
In this glad hour. 
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Thou, who Almighty art, 
Now rule in every heart, 
And ne’er from us depart, 
Spirit of power. 
5 To the great One in Three, 
_ Eternal praises be, , 
* Hence evermore ! 
His sovereign Majesty 
May we in glory see, 
And to eternity 
_Love and adore. 


LXXX. Sanctification. Heb. 13:20, 21. C. M. 


1 OW may the God of peace and love, 
Who from th’ impris’ning grave 
Restor’d the Shepherd of the sheep, 
Omnipotent to save : 


2 Through the rich merits of that blood, 
Which he on Calv’ry spilt, 
To make th’ eternal cov’nant sure, 
On which our hopes are built : 


3 Perfect our souls in every grace, 
T’ accomplish all his will ; 
And all that’s pleasing in his sight, 
Inspire us to fulfil. 


4 For the great Mediator’s sake, 
_ We every blessing pray : 
With glory let his name be. crown’d, 
Through heaven’s eternal day ! 


G 
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li. FOR THE MONTHLY CONCERT OF PRAYER. 


LXXXI. Prayer for Zion’s increase. Ts.61:97 LM, 


1 RM of the Lord, aw ake, awake ! 
Put on thy strength, the nations shake ! 
And let the world adoring see 
Triumphs of mercy wrought by thee. 


2 Say to the heathen, from thy throne, 
“*] am Jehovah—God alone !” 
Thy voice their idols shall confound, 
And cast their altars to the ground. 


3 No more let human blood be spilt—~ 
Vain sacrifice for human guilt ! 
But to each conscience be applied 
The blood that flow’d from Jesus’ side. 


4 Arm of the Lord, thy power extend; = 

«. Let Mahomet’s impostures end ata « x 
Break superstition’s Papal chain, iv 
And the proud scoffer’s rage restrain. 


5 Let Zion’s time of favor come ; 
O ! bring the tribes of Israel home ; 
And let our wond’ring eyes behold 
Gentiles and Jews in Christ’s one fold. 


6 Almighty God! thy grace proclain 


In every land, of every name ; Ber 
Let adverse powers before thee fall, ‘Re 


» And crown the Saviour—Lorp or ALL, 


HYMN 82, 83. 15 


LXXXII. L. M. 
OVEREIGN of worlds! display thy power, 
Be this thy Zion’s favor’d hour ; 
Bid the bright morning Star arise, 
And point the nations to the skies, 


Ww 


Set up thy throne where Satan reigns, 
On Afric’s shore, on India’s plains, 
On wilds and continents unknown ; 
And be the universe thine own. 


3 Speak ! and the world shall hear thy voice ; 
Speak ! and the desert shall rejoice ; 
Scatter the gloom of heathen night, 
And bid all nations hail the light. 


_LXXXIIL ee ea a ete 


1 yEHOLD ! the mountain of the Lord 
In latter days shall rise 
. Aboye the mountains and the hills, 
And draw the wond’ring eyes, 


2 To this the joyful nations round, ae 
_ All tribes and tongues shall flow he 
“Up to the hill of God,” they say, 

“ And to his courts we'll go.” 


3 The beams that shine on Zion’s bill 

Shall hghten ev’ry land ; 
The King who reigns in Ziun’s towers, 

; Shall all the world command. 

4 No longer hosts encount’ring hosts, 
Their millions slain, deplore ; 

. a. hang the trumpet in the hall, 
And study war no more. 
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4y Alleluia ! for the Lord, 


ZS) 


5 Come then—oh, come from every lend, 
To worship at his shrine : 

And, walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties ‘shine. — 


LXXXIV. L. M. 


RIGHT as the sun’s meridian blaze, 
Vast as the blessings he conveys, 
Wide as his reign, from pole to pole, 
And permanent as his control ; 


So, Jesus, let thy kingdom come— 
Then sin and hell’s terrific gloom 
Shall, at his brightness, flee away— 
ALM dawn of an eternal day. 


LXXXV. Rev. 14. 2,8, Ws. 
ARK! the song of Jubilee, 
| Loud as mighty thunders roar, 
Or the fulness of the sea, 
When it breaks upon the shore 


God omnipotent, shall reign ; 
Alleluia ! let the word 
Echo round the earth and main. 


Alleluia ! hark ! the sound, 
From the depth unto the skies, 
Wakes above, beneath, around, — 
All creation’s harmonies :— 
See Jehovah’s banner furl’d, 
Sheath’d his sword : he speaks—'tis done ; 
And the kingdoms of this world ia? 
Are the kingdoms of his Son, 
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3 He shall reign from pole to pole, 
With illimitable sway : 
He shall reign, when like a scroll, 
Yonder heavens have pass’d away :— 
Then the end ;—beneath his rod, 
Man’s last enemy shall fall ; 
Alleluia ! Christ in God, 
.God in Christ, is all in all, 


. LXXXVI. 7, 6. 


i ROM Greenland’s icy mountains, 
; From India’s coral strand ; 
Vhere Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain, 
» They call us to deliver 
neir land trom error’s chain. 


ough the spicy breezes 
t o’er Ceylon’s isle, 
v'ry prospect pleases, 
PAnd only man is vile ; 
In vain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone. 


3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 
. With wisdom from on high— 
hall we, to men benighted, 
-. 'The lamp of life deny ? 
~ Salvation ! O Salvation ! 
i The joyful sound proclaim, 


~ 
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Till earth’s remotest nation 
Has learn’d Messiah’s name. 


4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, * 
And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea.of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole ; 
Till o’er our ransom’d nature, 
@ The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign. 


LXXXVIL. Prayer for Zion. L, M. 


1 ENDULGENT Sovereign of the skies, 
And wilt thou bow thy gracious ear ? 

While feeble mortals raise their cries, 

Wilt thou, the great Jehovah, hear - 


Ae 


tS) 


How shall thy servants give thee rest, 
Till Zion’s mouldering walls thou raise ; . 
Till thy own power shall stand confest, 
And make Jerusalem a praise ? ©» a 
: a» 
3 Look down, O God, with pitying eye, 
* And view the desolations round ; 
See what wide realms in darkness lie, 
And hurl their idols to he 8 ° 
4 Loud let the gospel trumpet blow, 
And call the nations from afar; 
Let all the isles their Saviour know, — 
And earth’s remotest ends draw near. 
Wx > 
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TXXXVUI. The morning cometh. ‘%s. 


i ATCHMAN! tell-us of the night ; 


W hat its signs of promise are. 
Traveller ! o’er yon mountain’s height, 
See that glory-beaming star ! 


Watchman ! does its beauteous ray 
Aught of hope or joy foretell ? 

» Traveller! yes.; it brings the day, 
Promis’d day of Israel ! 
Watchman ! 
Traveller ! 


) 


; Yes, it brings, &c. 


tS) 


Watchman ! tell us of the night ; 
Higher yet that star ascends, 
Traveller ! blessedness and light, 
Peace and truth its course portends. 

Watchman ! will its beams alone 
Gild the spot that gave them birth ? 
Traveller ! ‘ages are its own : 

»S it bursts o’er all the: earth. 
Watchman ! ‘ion it & 
Tragelier | ges are its own, &c. 

3 Watchman ! tell us of the night ; 

_ For the morning seems to dawn. 

_ Traveller! darkness takes its flight, 

~ Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 

Watchman ! let thy wanderings cease ; 
Hie thee to thy quiet home. 
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=i 
Traveller !: lo! the Prinee of Peace, 
Lo ! the Son of God is come ! 

Wate ' é : 
Watchman !? 1151 the Prince of Peace, &c. 
Traveller ! 


LXXXixX. Messiah’s Kingdom. Ps, 72. 
2 ALL to the Lord’s Anointed ! 
Hi Great David’s greater Son : 
Haui! in the time appointed, 
His reign on earth begun : 

He comes to break oppression, wile 
To let the captive Tree ; 
To take away transgression, 5 

And rule in equity. : 


He comes with succor speedy _ 
To those who suffer wrong i 
To help the poor and needy, 
And bid the weak be strong = 


To give them songs for sighing, 4 * 


Their darkness tarn'to light, 
Whose souls, condemn’d and dying, 
Were precious in his sight. 
He shall come down, like showers — 
Upon the fruitful earth, ffs 
And love, joy, bope, like ‘flowers, : 
Spring in his path to birth 
Before him on the mountains, — 
Shall peace the herald go, 
And righteousness, in fountains, 
From hill to valley flow. ~~ 
Arabia’s desert ranger 
To him shall bow the knee ; ; 
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The Ethiopian stranger, 
_ His glery come to see : 
With offerings of devotion, 
Ships from the isles shall meet, 
To pay the wealth of ocean 
In tribute at his feet. 


> Kings shall fall down before him, 
And gold and incense bring ; 
All nations shall adore him, 
His praise all people sing : 
. For he shall bave dominion 
;  O7er river, sea and shore, 
Far as the eagle’s piuion 
_ Or dove’s light wing can soar. 


> For him shall prayer unceasing, 

And daily vows ascend ; 

His kingdom still increasing, 

*A kingdom without end : 

The mountain-dews shall nourish 
A seed in weakness sown, 

Whose fruit shall spread and flourish, 
And shake like Lebanon. 


} O’er every foe victorious, 
He on his throne shall rest, 
From age to age more glorious, 
_ All blessing and all blest : 
The tide of time shall never 
His covenant remove ; 
His name shall stand forever ; 


That name to us is—LOVE, 


— 
» ' 
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XC» Lb. M. 


1 SPIRIT of the living God ! 
q) Io all thy plenitude of grace, 
Where’er the foot of man hath trod, 

Descend on our apostate race ! 


2 Give tongues of fire and hearts of love, 
To preach the reconciling word ; 
Give power and unction from above, 
Where’er the joyful sound is heard. 


3 Be darkness, at thy coming, light ; 

Confusion, order, in thy path ; 
Souls without strength, inspire with might, , 
Let mercy triumph over wrath. any 

4 Convert the nations ; far and nigh, — 
The triumphs of the cross record ; 
The name of Jesus glorify, © vat path: 
Till every people call him Lord! . 


7 ‘eo * 
-XC. Second part. For the Jews. L. M. j 
¥ a. 
1 ISOWN’D of heaven, by man opprest, 


Outcasts from Zion’s hallow’d grouné 
Wherefore shonld Israel’s sons, once blest, 
Still roam the scorning world around ? 

2 Lord, visit thy forsaken race, 
Back to thy fold the wanderers bring ; 
‘Teach them to seek thy slighted grace, 
And hail in Christ their promis’d King. 

3 Hail, glorious day, expected long ! 
When Jew and Greek one prayer shall pour 
With eager feet, one temple throng, ; 
With grateful praise,one God adore! 


4 
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ill. FOR MORNING AND EVENING WORSHIP, 


XCI. Morning Hymn. L. M. 


WAKE, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily course of duty run ; 
Shake off dull sloth, and early rise, 
- To pay thy morning sacrifice. 


2 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart, 
_ And with the angels beer thy part, 
* Who all night long unwearied sing, 
Glory to thee, eternal King. 


3 Glory to ‘thee, who safe hast kept, 
And hast refresh’d me while I slept ; 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of endless life partake. 


ey: 


4 Lorf, I my vows to thee renew ; 

* Scatter my sins as morning dew ; 

Guard my first spring of thought and will, 
And with thyself, my spirit fill 


5 Direct, control, suggest this day, 
All I design, or do, or say ; 
That all my powers with all their might, 
In thy sole glory may unite. 


6 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
_ Praise him above, ye angelic bost, 

fs Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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XCII. Morning. L. M. ; 
RISE, my soul! with rapture rise ! 
And, fill’d with love and fear, adore 
The awful Sovereign of the skies, 
Whose mercy lends me one day tnore. 


And may this day, Indulgent Power ! 
Not idly pass, nor fruitless be ; 

But may each swiftly flying hour 
Still nearer bring my soul to thee ! 


But can it be ? That Power divine 
Is thron’d in light’s ounded blaze ; 
And countless worlds and angels join 
To swell the glorious song of praise : 


And will he deign to lend an ear, — 
When I, poor abject mortal, pray ? 
Yes, boundless goodness ! he will hear, 


Nor cast the meanest wretch away. 


Then let me serve thee all my days, 
And may my zeal with years increase ; 
For pleasant, Lord, are all thy ways, 
And all thy paths are paths of peace. 


XCIII. Morning. L. M. 


N sleep’s serene oblivion laid, 
{ I safely pass’d the silent night ; 
Again I see the breaking shade, ; 
I drink again the morning light. 


New-born, I bless the waking hour ; 
Once more, with awe, rejoice to be ; 

My conscious soul resumes her power, 
And springs, my gracious God ! to thee. 
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3 O guide me through the various maze 
My doubtful feet are doom’d to tread, 
And spread thy shield’s protecting blaze 
Where dangers press around my head. 


4 A deeper shade shall soon impend, 
A deeper sleep my eyes oppress ; 
Yet then, thy strength shall still defend, 
Thy goodness still delight to bless. 


5 That deeper shade shall break away, 
‘That deeper sleep shall leave my eyes ; 
Thy light shall givgeeternal day ; 

' Thy love, the rapt of the skies. 


XCIV. Morning. S..M. 


i 7 E lift our hearts to thee, 
O day-star from on high ! 
The sun itself is but thy shade, 
Yet cheers both earth and sky. 


2 O let thy rising beams 
The night of sin disperse, 
The mists of error and of vice 
Which shade the universe ! 


3 How beauteous nature, now ! 
How dark and sad Gohag ! 
With joy we view the pleasing change, 
And nature’s God adore. 


4 O may no gloomy crime 
Pollute the rising day, _ 
And may the blood of Christ our Lord 
»  Wash_all our stains.away ! 


’ ft 
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5 May we this life improve, ; 


‘oy 


To mourn for errors past 5 
And live this short revolving day, 
As if it were our last. 


To God the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, one in three, 

Be glory as it was, is now, 
And shall forever be. 


XCV. Acknowledging God’s hand. C. M. 


HAT secret hapd, at morning light, F 


Softly unseals mine eye, 
Draws back the curtains of the night, 
And opens earth and sky ? 


Tis thine, my God—the same that Kept 
My resting hours from harm ; 

No ill came nigh me, for I slept 
Beneath the Almighty’s arm. 


Tis thine, my daily bread that brings, 
Like manna scatter’d round, 

And clothes me, as the lily springs 
In beauty from the ground. 


In death’s dark valley though I stray, 
>T would there my steps attend, 
Guide with the staff my lonely way, 

And with the rod defend. 


May that same hand uphold me still, 
Through life’s uncertain race, 
To bring me to thine holy hill, 
And to thy dwelling place. 


. 
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XCVI. Evening Hymn. S. M. 


i NOTHER day is past, 
The hours forever fled ; 
And time is bearing me in haste, 
To mingle with the dead. 
2 Perhaps my closing eyes 
No more may hail the light, 
Seal’d up before the morning rise,. 
In death’s enduring night. 


3 But I’ve a part to live, 
A never dying ray, 
--. The soul, immortal, will survive 
~The ruins of her clay. 


4 This mortal frame must lie 
Unconscious in the tomb, 
. But O where will my spirit fly, 
And what will be her doom ? 
5 Jesus ! and art thou mine ? 
O let thy heavenly voice 
Confirm my hope with power divine, 
And bid my soul rejoice. 

6 Then shall my elosing eyes 
Contented sink to rest ; 
For if to night this body dies,. 
My spirit shall be blest. 


XCVI. Evening Hymn, L. M. 


i LORY to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light ; 
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, 
Under thy own Almighty wings. 


* 
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Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ills that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 


3 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
Triumphing rise at the last day. 


4 O may my soul on thee repose, 
And with sweet sleep mine eye-lids close ; 
Sleep, that may me more vigorous make, 
To serve my God, when I awake. 


& 


When in the night I sleepless lie, 
My soul with heavenly thoughts supply > 
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest,. 
No powers of darkness me ‘molest. 


6 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him all creatures here below ; To ated 
Praise him above, ye angelic host, 

Praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 


XCVIIL An Evening Hymna. $s. 


1 NSPIRER ana hearer of prayer, ¥ 
Thou shepherd and guardian of thine ; 
My all to thy covenant care, 
I, sleeping or waking, resign. 


io 


If thou art my shield and my sun, 
The night is no darkness to me ; 
- And fast as my moments roll on, ES 
They bring me but nearer to thee. “tig 
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3 A sovereign protector { have, 
Unseen, yet forever at hand ; 
Unchangeably faithful to save, 
Almighty to rule and command, 


4 From eyil secure, and its dread, 
I rest, if my Saviour be nigh ; 


And songs, his kind presence, indeed, 


Shall ia the night season supply. 


5 His smiles and his comforts abound, 


His grace as the dew shall descend ; 


S,And wells of salvation surround 
+ The soul he delights to defend. 


ad XCIX. Evening Song. S. _M. 


1 HE“day is past and gone, - 
The evening shades appear ; 
O may we all remember well,. 
The night of death draws near, 


2 We lay our garments by, 
Upon our beds to rest : 
Soydeath will soon disrobe us all 
Of what we here possess. 


3 Lord, keep us safe this night, 
Secure us from al! fears ; 
May angels guard.us while we sleep, 
Till morning light appears. 


4 And if we early rise, 
And view the unwearied sun, 
May we set out to win the prize, 
And after glory run. 
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And when our days are past, 
And we from time remove, 

O may we in thy bosom rest, 
The bosom of thy love. 


C. Evening Hymn. C. M. 


OW from the altar of our hearts 
Let flames of love arise ; 
Assist us, Lord, to offer up 
Our evening sacrifice. 


Minutes and mercies multiply’d, 
Have made up all this day ; 


Minutes came quick, but mercies were va 


More swift and free than they. 


New time, new favor, and new joys, 
Do a new song require : 

Till we shall praise thee as we would, 
Accept our hearts’ desire. 


Lord of our days, whose hand hat 
New time upon the score ; 

Thee may we praise for all our time, 
When time shall be no more. 


Cl Saturday Evening. P. M. 


AFELY, through another week, 
God has brought us on our way ; 
Let us now a blessing seek, 
On the approaching sabbath-day : 
Day of all the week the best, 
Emblem of eternal rest. 


% / HYMN. 102, 


2 When the morn shall bid us rise, 
May we feel thy presence near ! 
May thy glory meet our eyes, 
When we ina thy house appear ! 
There afford us, Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting feast. 


3 May thy Gospel’s joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints ; 
Make the fruits of grace abound, 
Bring relief for all complaints : 
_ Thus may all our sabbaths prove, 
«. Till we join the church above! 


4 CII. Lord’s Day Evening. C. M. 
I HEN, O dear Jesus, when shall f 
Behold thee, all serene; 
Blest in perpetual sabbath-day, 
* Without a veil between ? > s 


: 2 Auge me while I wander here, 
Amidst a world of cares ; 

Incline my heart to pray with love, 
And then accept my prayers. 


3 [Release my soul from every chain, 
No more hell’s eaptive led ; 
And pardon a repainting child, 
For whom the Saviour bled.] 
4 Thy Spirit, O my Father, give, 
To be my guide and friend, 
To light my ways to’ceaseless joys, 
To sabbaths without end. 
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Cll. Prov. 23: 17. C. M. 


HRICE happy souls, who born from 
While yet they sojourn here, [heav’n, 
Hiumbly begin their days with God, 
And end them in his fear. 


So may our eyes, with holy zeal, 
Prevent the dawning day, 

And turn the sacred pages o’er, 
And praise thy name and pray. 


’Midst hourly cares, may love present 

Its incense to thy throne— CEE% 
And, while the world our hands employs, 

Our hearts be thine alone ! 


As sanctified to noblest ends, 
Be each refreshment sought ; 
And, by each various providence, 
_ Some wise instruction brought! —- 


When to laborious duties call’d, 
Or by temptations try’d, 

We'll scek the shelter of thy wings, 
And in thy strength confide. 


As different scenes of life arise, 
Our grateful hearts would be 
With thee amidst the®social band— 

In solitude, with thee. 


At night we lean our weary heads 
On thy paternal breast ; 

And, safely folded in thine arms, 
Resign our powers to rest. — 5 
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% In solid, pure delights like these, 
Let all my days be past ; 
Nor shall I then impatient wish, 
Nor shall I fear the last. 


CIV. L. 'M. 


i AVIOUR ! when night involves the skies, 
My soul, adoring, turns to thee ! 
Thee, self-abased, in mortal guise, 
And wrapt in shades of death for me. 


2 On thee my waking raptures dwell, 

~~ When crimson gleams the east adorn ; 
Thee, victor of the grave and hell ; 
Thee, source of life’s eternal morn. 


3 When noon her throne in light arrays, 
To thee my soul triumphant springs ; 
Thee, thron’d in glory’s endless blaze— 
Thee, Lord of lords, and King of kings. 


4 O’er earth, when shades of evening steal, 
To death and thee my thoughts I give : 
To death, whose power I soon must feel— 
To thee, with whom I trust to live. 


CV. Night Thoughts, 


i OW can I sleep, while angels sing, 
And all the saints on high, 
Cry glory to the eternal King, 
The Lamb that once did die ; 
While guardian angels fill the room, 
And, hovering round my bed, 
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Unite in songs of praise to him, 
Who is their glorious head ?— 


0 


O how can f inactive lie, 
And thoughtless all the night, 
While those celestial spirits praise 
The Lord with all ther might ? 
Those joyful spirits never sleep ; 5 
Their love is always new ; 
Then, O my soul, no longer cease 
To love and praise him too, 


3 For I, of all the race that fell, 

Or all the heavenly host, 

Have greatest cause with humble soul - 
To love and praise him most. 

Did God the Father love men so, 
As to bestow his Son 

A ransom, sinners to redeem, 
And save from wrath to come ! 


4 Did Jesus leave the Father’s breast; 
The heaven of heavens on high, 
And come to earth, this world of woe, 
For guilty men to die ? . 
And has the Holy Ghost applied 
The blood of Christ to me, 
To cleanse my guilty soul from sin, 
And set my spirit free? > 


5 With me, O heaven and earth admire, 
Who am of allthe race  —* 

The chiefest sinner, and deserve 

_ In hell the lowest place. 
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Yet mercy here and truth can meet, 
And God can justify, 
Through Jesus Christ’s most precious blood, 
So vile a wretch as I. 
PAUSE. 
6 Jesus, my Saviour, while on earth, 
Arose before "twas day, 
And to a solitary place 
Departed, there to pray : 
P)l do as my Redeemer did, 
His footsteps I willtrace ; _ 
--Llong to meet him in the grove, 
And view his smiling face. 


7 If meditations all divine 

At midnight fill my soul, 

Sleep shall no longer all my powers 
And faculties control ; 

But [ll arise and sing and pray, 
And spend my hours of joy, 

In praising Him whose glorious name 

_ My heart and tongue employ. 


CVE Summer Evening. P.M. 


1 He” fine has the day been ! How bright was the 
a sun ! 
How lovely and joyful the course that he ran ! 
Though he rose in a mist, when his race he begun, 
And there followed some droppings of rain. 
But now the fair traveller’s come to the west, 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are best ; 
He paints the sky gay, as he sinks to his rest, 
And foretells a bright rising again. 
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2 Just such isthe Christian. His course he begins 
Like the sun in a mist, while he mourns for his sins, 
And melts into tears. Then he breaks out and shines 

And travels his heavenly “wa ax 
But when he comes nearer to finish bis race, 
Like a fine setting sun, he looks richer in. grace, 
And gives a sure hope, at the end of his days, 
Of rising in br ighter array. 


CVIly Twilight. Ps.141:2. %. 


i OFTLY now the light of day 
Fades upon my sight away; ~ hei 

- Free from care, from labor free, * 
Lord, I would commune with thee. 


2 Soon, from me, the light of day — 
Shall forever pass away ; s 
Then, ftom sin-and sorrow Suid 
Take‘ me, Lord, to dwell with thee ! 


CVIL Second Part. C. 


O ! in the morning let me rise, 
Rejoicing in thy love. 
2 Or, if this night should prove the last, 
And end my transient days ; . 4 
Lord, take me to thy promis’d rest, 
Where I may sing thy praise. 


Thus I am sure to live or die 
-s,.To thee, the God oflove; 
fe and death, I do rely pe od ee % 
@n thee who reign’st above. 
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ftv. 1. MONITORY ,AND INVITING, 


“CVI. Ye must be born again. John 3:7. P.M. 
1 WAK’D by Sinai’s awful soufd, 
My soul in guilt and thrall I found, 
And knew not where to go ; 
O’erwhelm’d with sin, with anguish slain, 
The sinner must be BORN AGAIN, 
Or sink to endless wo. 


Amaz’d I stood, but could not tell 
Which way to shun the gates of hell, 
For death and hell drew ‘near ; 

I strove, alas! but all in vain ; 
The sinner must be BORN AGAIN, 
Still sounded in my ear. 


3 Then tp the law I trembling fled ; 
It pour’d its curses on my head, 
And no relief I found ; 
While sin my burden’d soul did pain, 
The sinner must be BORN AGAIN, 
Did loud as thunder sound. 


4 Again did Sinai’s thunder roll, 
And guilt lay heavy on my soul ; 
It was a dreadful load : 
Alas ! I road and found it plain, 
The sinner must be BORN AGAIN, 
Or drink the wrath of God, 


5 The saints I heard with rapture tell s 
How Jesus conquer’d death and hell” 2 
And broke the fowler’s snare ; ST 
I 
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a a eS 
Yet when I found this truth remain, P 
The sinner must be Born AGAIN, =. 
I sunk in deep despair, 


v, 
6 While thus my soul in anguish lay, 
Jesus of Nazareth pass’d that way— 
I felt his pity move ; 
The sinner, by his justice slain, 
Now, by his grace is porn AGAIN, 
And sings redeeming love, 


‘7 To heaven the joyful tidings flew, 


m 


‘The angels tun’d their harps anew, 
~ And loftier notes did raise : 

All hail, the Lamb who once was slain ! 

Unnumber’d millions, sorn AGAIN, 


Shall shout thine endless praise. 


CIX, The rich man and Lazarus. Leile 16 1 
P.M. a dey” 


1 WORLDLING spent each day 
A In luxury and state ; > a 
While a believer lay. 
A beggar at his gate ; 
Think not the Lord’s appointment strange ; 
Death made a great and lasting change. 


2 Death brought the saint release aN 
From want, disease and scorn, hag 
And to the land of peace, ~ 
His soul, by angels borne, =, 1 
Tn Abraham’s bosom safely plac’d, 
Enjoys an everlasting feast. L 


> ’ > 
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3 The rich man also dy’d, 
And in a moment fell, 
From all his pomp and pride, 
Into the flames of hell : 
‘The beggar’s bliss, from far beheld, 
His soul with double anguish fill’d. 


4 “QO, Abraham send,’ he cries, 
(But his request was vain,) 
“The beggar from the skies, 
“To mitigate my pain ; 
*¢ One drop of water, I entreat, 


“To soothe my tongue’s tormenting heat.” é 


-. © Let all, who worldly pelf 
ve And worldly spirits have, 
Observe, each for himself, 
The answer Abraham gave : 
£¢ Remember thou wast fill’d with good, 


pe ie the poor beggar pined for food.”’ 
6 Neglected, at thy door, 


gt! © With tears he begg’d his bread ; 
_ But now he weeps no more, 
His griefs and pains are fled ; 
His joys eternally will flow, 
While thine expire in endlessywo.e 


3 Lord, make us truly wise, 
To choose thy people’s lot, 
And earthly joys despise, 
Which soon will be forgot : 
The greatest evil we can fear, 
Is to possess our portion here, 


=, 
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CX. The two Malefactors. Luke 28 : 39--48.. 7s, 


1 OVEREIGN grace has power alone 
To subdue a heart of stone ; 
And the moment grace is felt, 
Then the hardest heart will melt. 


wo 


When the Lord was crucify’d, 

Two transgressors with him dy’d ; 
One, with vile, blaspheming tongue, 
Scoff’d at Jesus as he hung. 


ee) 


Thus he spent bis wicked breath, 
In the very jaws of death ; 
Perish’d, as too many do, 

With the Saviour in his view. 


4 But the other, touch’d with grace, 
Saw the danger of his case 5 
Faith receiv’d to own the Lord, 


Whom the scrives and priests abhorr’d, 
5 


ar 


‘¢ Lord,” he pray’d, “ remember me¢ 

“© When in glory thou shalt be 5? . 
“ Soon with me,” the Lord replies, t, 
“ Thou shalt rest in paradise.” oe 


§ This was wondrous grace, indeed, 
Grace vouchsaf’d in time of need! 
Sinners, trust in Jesus’ name, 
You shall! find him still the same. 


~t 


But beware of unbelief, 

Think upon the harden’d thief ; 

If the gospel you disdain, 

Christ, to you, has died in vain. poet - 


« 
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CXI. Alarm. P. M. 


i TOP, poor sinner ! stop and think, 
Before you further go ! 

Will you sport upon the brink 
Of everlasting wo ? 

Once, again, I charge you, stop! 
For, unless you warning take, 

Ere you are aware, you drop 
Into the burning lake | 


2 Say, have you an arm like God, 
That you his will oppose ? 
“Fear you not that iron rod, 
With which he breaks his foes ? 
Can you stand in that dread day, 
When he judgment shall proclaim, 
And the earth shall melt away 
Like wax before the flame ? 


3 Pale-fac’d death will quickly come, 
To drag you to his bar ; 
_ Then to hear your awful doom 
Will fill you with despair. 
All your sins will round you crowd, 
Sins of a blood-crimson dye ; 
Each for vengeance crying loud, 
And what can you reply ? 


4 Though your heart be made of steel, 
Your forehead lin’d with brass, 
God, at length, will make you feel ; 
He will not let you pass ; 
Sinners then in vain will call, 
(Though they now despise his grace, ) 
| 


si 
‘Se 
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Rocks and mountains on us fall, Si ot oom ; 
And hide us from-hisface. Sa 


Sot 


5 But as yet there is a hope, gc 


sed ue 
You may his mercy, know 5 ; ey 
Though his arny is lifted tip, aby si 
He ~ still forbears the blow = 
"Pwas for sinners Jesus died, 
Sinners he tovites to come 5 
Wone who come shall be denied ; 
He says “ There still is room.” $.2 


CXII. Remember thy Creator in the days of thy youth. 
Cc. M. 


1 FN the soft season ‘of thy youth, Meg) 
In nature’s smiling bloom, 
Kre age arrive, asd trembling wait 
Its summons to the tomb 5 


CS) 


Remember thy Creator, God ; 
For him thy powers eraploy id 
Make him thy fear, thy love, th 
Thy confidence, thy joy. 


He shall defend and guide thy course, 
Through life’s uncertain sea, 

Till thou art landed on the shore } 
Of blest eternity. ran 4 


9 


7 P . 
4 "Then seek the Lord bell ei oad choose 
The path of heavenly truth : 
The earth affords no lovelier si 
Than a religious, youth, 
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“CXIIL, Address to a young friend; . Ee. 12. 


13 OW while youth and health attend thee, 
. Think on thy Creator, God ; 
Thea his presence shall defend thee, 
Passing o’er life’s'thorny road. 


2 There are coming days of sorrow, 
Years, perhaps, of grief and pain : 
Now thou’rt gay ; but ah ! to-morrow— 
Earthly joys are brief and vain. 
-3 Length of days to some is given, 
Yet old ag> will hasten on ; 
ot ben: if upprepar’d for heaven, 
» Pleasure is forever gone 
A But beware the fond delusion ! 
~ Death may soon thy life-blood- chill ; 
Think what horror aad confusion 
Will thy guilty spirit All ! 
5 Thy gay friends, who now smile on thee, 
May ere long behold thee dead ; 
Soon the earth may press upon thee, 
To thy dark and silent bed. 


6 This thy frame of dust may mingle 
Shortly with its native dust, 
And thy summon’d spirit, single, 
Stand at God’s tribunal just. 
7 O then, now with deep confession, 
Hasten to the mercy-seat ; 
Mourn and weep o’er thy transgression, 
Cast thyself at Jesus’ feet. 


_ 8 Then should length of days be given, - 
wk Spend them all in serving God, 


by 
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_ Till he call thee up to heaven, 
Walk in wisdom’s narrow road, ~ 


9 If an earlier removal 
From this vale of tears and night,“ 
Be his will; give thine approval ; 
Death will ope the gates of light. 
10 There thy ransom’d, happy spirit, 
Free from sin and fears and pain, 
Joys eternal shall inherit, 
‘And with Christ the Saviour reign. 


11 At the expected resurrection, 
He shall raise this frame of thine, 
And like his, in fall perfection, 
Shall thy body glorious shine. 


12 Then renew’d, the wondrous union— 
Mind and body—person one— 

Ne’er shall cease thy high communion 

With the Father and the Son. : 


CXIV. Prepare to meet God. “%s. ‘ 


1 INNER, art thou still secure ? 
Wilt thou still refuse to pray ? 
Can thy heart or hands endure, 
In the Lord’s avenging day ? 
See, his mighty arm is bar’d ! 
Awful terrors clothe his brow ! 
For his judgment stand prepar’d ; 
Thou must either break or bow. 


2 At his presence nature shakes, 
Earth afirighted hastes to flee, 
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‘Solid mountains melt like wax, 
What will then become of thee ? 
_ Who his advent may abide ? 


You that glory in your shame, 


Will you find a place to hide, 


When the world is wrapt in flame ? 


Lord, prepare us by thy grace ! 
Soon we must resign our breath ; 

And our souls be call’d to pass 
Through the iron gate of death : 

Let us now our days improve, 
Listen to the Gospel voice ; 

Seck the things that are above, 

’ Scorn the world’s pretended joys. 


Oh! when flesh and heart shall fail, 
Let thy love our spirits cheer ; 
Strengthen’d thus, we shall prevail 

Over Satan, sin, and fear : 
Trusting in thy precious name, 

May we thus our journey end ; 
Then our foes shall lose their ata, 

And the Judge will be our triend, 


CXV We all do fade asa leaf. Is. 64: 


EE the leaves around us falling, 
Dry and wither’d tothe ground ; 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling, 
In a sad and solemn sound :— 
Sons of Adam, (once in Eden, 
Where, like us, he wither'd, fell,) 
Hear the lesson we are reading, 
Mark the awful truth we tell. 


6. 
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2 Youth, on length of days presuming, 

Who the paths of pleasure tread 

View us, late in beauty blooming, 
Number’d now among the dead. 

What though yet no losses grieve you, ~ 
Gay with health and many a grace ; 

Let not cloudless skies deceive you ; 
Summer gives to autumn place. 


3 Yearly in our course returning, 

Messengers of shortest stay, 

Thus we preach this truth concerning, 
Heaven and earth shall pass away. — 

On the tree of life eternal, - 
Man, let thy hopes be laid ; 

This alone, forever vernal, = 
Bears a leaf that shal) not fade, 


CXV1. P2-M,; 


i HE voice of free grace cries, ‘‘ Escape to the 
; mountain ;” ‘ 
For all that believe, Christ hath open’d a fountain, 


For sin and pollution and every trang; jon, 
His blood flows most freely, in streams “salvation. 
'  oHORUs. ‘4 


Alleluia to the Lamb, he hath brought to us pardon— 
We will praise hi anew when we pass over Jordan 


2 O Jesus, ride on, thy kingdom is glorious, 
O’er sin, death and hell thou wilt make us victorious; 
Thy name shall be prais’d in the great congregation, 
And saints shall delight in ascribing salvation, 
Cuorvs.—Alleluia, &e, : i 


3 When on Zion we stand, having gain’d the blest shore, 
With harps in our hand, we will praise him evermore ; 
We’ll range the bright fields on the banks of the river, 
And sing Alleluia forever and eyer. a 

Cuorvs,—Alleluia, &c. 
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€ 
CXVII. The good Physician. Js. 45: 22, 


{FW OW lost was my condition, 
H Till Jesus made me whole ! 
, There is but one Physician 

Can cure a sin-sick soul ! 
‘Next door to death he found me, 
And snatch’d me from the grave, 
To tell to all around me, 
His wondrous power to save. 


2 The worst ofall diseases, 
Is light, compar’d with sin ; 
On every part it seizes, 

_._ But rages most within : 
| °Tis palsy, plague, and fever, 
: And madness—all combin’d ; 
And none but a believer, 
_ The least relief can find. 


3 From men, great skill professing, 


I thought a cure to gain ; 
But this prov’d more distressing, 


- 


i And added to my pain ; 
_ Some said that nothing ail’d me ; 
Some gave me up for lost ; 
Thus every refuge fail’d me, 
And all my hopes were cross’d. 


4 At length this great Physician— 
How matchless is his grace !— 
_ Accepted my petition, 
__.And undertook my case of 
i First gave me sight to view him— 
_ For sin my eyes had seal’d ; 


Se 
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Then bid me look unto him ; 
I look’d, and I was heal’d. 


§ A dying, risen Jesus, 

Seen by the eye of faith, 

At once from danger frees US, 
And saves the soul from death = 

Come then to this Physician, 
His help be’ll freely give ; 

He makes no hard condition ; 
Tis only—look and live. 


CXVIU. L. M. ; 


1 INNER, O why so thoughtless grown 
Why in such dreadful haste to die ? 
Daring to leap to worlds unknown, 
Heedless against thy Godto fly! - 


2 Wilt thou despise eternal fate, 
Urg’d on by sin’s fantastic dreams ? 
Madly attempt the infernal gate, 
‘And force thy passage to the flames ? 
3 Stay, sinner ! on the gospel plains 5 — 
Behold the God of love untold 
The glories of his dying pains, 
Forever telling, yet untold. 


CXIX. New Year’s Hymn. 7s. 


1 “7 HILE with ceaseless course the 
Wasted through the former year 
Many souls their race have run, 
Never more to meet us here ; 


HYMN 120. 109 


Fix’d in an eternal state, 

They have done with all below ; 
We a little longer wait, 

But how little—none can know. 


2 As the winged arrow flies, 
Speedily the mark to find ; 
As the lightning, from the skies, 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind ; 
Swiftly thus our fleeting days, 
Bear us down life’s rapid stream ; 
Upwards, Lord, our spirits raise— 
All below is but a dream. 
3 Thanks for mercies past, receive ; 
Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us henceforth how to live 
With eternity in view. 
Bless thy word to young and old ; 
- Fill us with a Saviour’s love, 
And when life’s short tale is told, 
May we dwell with thee above. 


OXx. Behold I stand at the door. Rev.3: 20. L.M. 


1 EHOLD a stranger at the door ! 
; He gently knocks—has knock’d before; 
Hath waited long—is waiting still ; 
You treat no other friend so. ill. 
2 Oh, lovely attitude ! he stands 
With melting heart and loaded hands ! 
Oh, matchless kindness ! and he shows 
This matchless kindness to his foes ! 
3 But will he prove a friend indeed ? 
He will ; ve. very friend you need ; 
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The friend of sinners—yes, “tis He, 
With garments dy’d on Calvary. 


4 Rise, touch’d with gratitude divine ;. 


om 


Turn out his enemy and thine, 
That soul-destroy ing monster, sin, 
And let the heavenly stranger in. 


Admit him, ere his anger burn 5 
His feet departed, ne’er return 5 
‘Admit him, or the hour’s at hang, ; 
You'll at his door rejected stand. 


CXXI. The Scoffer. C. M. 


LL ye who laugh and sport with death, 
And say, there is no hell 5, 
The gasp of your expiring breath 
Wil! send you there to dwell. 


When iron slumbers bind your flesh, 
With strange surprise you'll finds -% > 

Immortal vigor spring afresh, ~~ : 
And tortures wake the mind ! 


Then you'll confess, the frightful names 
OF plagues you scorn’d before, 

No more shall look like idle dreams, 
Like foolish tales no more. 


Then shall ye curse that fatal day, 
With flames upon your tongues, 
When you exchaog’d your souls away 

For vanity and sungs. 
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CXXIi. Come and welcome to Jesus Christ: 


7 


Isaiah 55:1. P. M. ; 
JA ASTEN, sinners, to the Saviour, 
Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 
Ail the fitness he requireth 
Is to feel your need of him ; 
This he gives you ; 
?Tis his Spirit’s rising beam. 
2 Come ye weary, heavy laden, 
Lost and ruin’d by the fall ; 
If you tarry till you’re better, 
You will never come at all. 
Not the righteous— 
Sinners, Jesus came to call. 


$ View him prostrate in the garden 3 
On the ground the Saviour lies ! 
On the bloody tree behold him ; 
Hear him cry, before he dies, 
“Tt is finish’d ; 
Sinner, will not this suffice ? 
4 Lo, th’ incarnate God ascended, 
Pleads the merit of his blood ; 
Venture on him, venture wholly, 
_ Let no other trust intrude ; 
None but Jesus, 
Can do helpless sinners good. 
§ Saints and angels, join’d in concert, 
Siog the praises of the Lamb ; 
While the blissful seats of heaven 
Sweetly echo with his name. 
Alleluia ! 


Sinners here may sing the same. 


il? HYMN 123, 124, 
2. ON DEATH AND THE GRAVE. 


CXXIII. I would not live alway. Job'7: 16. P. M. 


1 WOULD not live alway, thus fetter’d by sin ; 
Temptation without, and corruption within : 

E’en the rapture of pardon is mingled with fears, 
And the cup of thanksgiving with penitent tears. 


2 I would not live alway ; no—welcome the tomb ; 
Since Jesus has lain there, I dread not its gloom ; 
There, sweet be my rest, till he bid me arise, 

To hail him in triumpn, descending the skies. 

3 O! who would live alway, away from his God? 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode ; 

Where the rivers of pleasure flow o’er the bright plains 
And the noon-tide of glory eternally reigns : >. 

4 Where the saints of a]] ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet ; 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 

And the smile of the Lord, is the feast of the soul ! 
‘ ee - 
CXXIV. The dying Christian tohis soul. P. M. 


1 ITAL spark of heavenly flame, tog 
Quit, O quit this mortal frame ; +" 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, +e 
Oh ! the pain, the bliss of dying ! > ie 
Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife, ¥ 
And let me languish into life, 


oe 


ad 


Hark ! they whisper, angels say, 

“¢ Sister spirit, come away ;” 

What is this absorbs me quite, 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 
Drowns my spirit, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my soul, can this be death | ~. 
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$ The world recedes, it disappears ; 
Heaven opens tu my eyes, my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring ; 
Lend, lend your wings, 1 mount,_I fly ; 
O grave, where is thy victory ? 
O death, where is thy sting ? 


CXXV. All flesh is grass. L. M. 


1 HE morning flowers display their sweets, 
And gay, their silken leaves unfold, 
As careless of the noon-tide heats, 
As fearless of the evening cold. 


2 Nipt by the winds’ untimely blast, 
Parch’d by the sun’s directer ray, 
The momentary glories waste, 
The short-lived beauties die away, 


‘3 So blooms the human face divine, 
When youth its pride of beauty shows ; 
- Fairer than spring the colors shine, 
- ~ And sweeterthan the virgin rose. 


-4 Or worn by slowly rolling years, 
_ Or broke by sickness in a day, 
The fading glory disappears, 
The short lived beauties die away. 


5 Yet these, new rising from the tomb, 
With lustre brighter far shall shine ; 
Revive with ever-during bloom, 

_ Safe from diseases and decline. 


6 Let sickness blast, let death devour, 
If heaven shall recompense our pains : 


K2 
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Perish the grass, and fade the flower, 
if firm the word of God remains. 


CXXVI. The Cbristian’s Farewell. C.°M- 


1 E golden lamps of heaven, farewell, 
With all your feeble light ; 
Farewell, thou ever-changing moon, 
Pale empress of the night. 


wo 


And thou, refulgent orb of day, _ 
In brighter flames array’d 5. — 

My soul, that springs beyond at sphere, 
No more demands thy aid. 


3 Ye stars are but the shining dust ~ 
Of my divine abode ; 
The pavement of those heavenly courts, 
Where I shall see my God. 


4 The Father of eternal light 
Shall there his beams display ; 
Nor shall one moment’s darkness mix 
With that unvaried day. 


or 


No more the drops of piercing grief, 
Shall swell into my eyes ; 

Nor the meridian sun decline, 
Amidst those brighter skies. 


n 


There all the millions of his saints 
Shall in one song unite ; 

And each the bliss of all shall view, 
With infinite delight. 
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CXXVII, Happy death of a believer. Rev. 14: 13. 
Pp: MVM: 


1 OW blest is our brother, bereft 
_ Of all that could burden his mind ! 
How easy the soul that hath left 
» This wearisome body behind ! 
Of evil, incapable thou, 
Whose relics with envy I sce ! 
No longer in misery now, 
No longer a sinner like me. 


2 This earth is affected no more 
With sickness, or shaken with pain ; 
The war in the members is o’er, 
And never shall vex him again : 
No anger henceforward or shame, 
Shall redden this innocent clay, 
Extinct is the animal flame, 
And passion has vanish’d away. 
3 This languishing head is at rest, 
Its thinking and aching are o’er ; 
_. This quiet, immoveable breast 
~ Is beav’d by affliction no more ; 
This heart is no longer the seat 
Of trouble and torturing pain ; 
It ceases to flutter and beat, 
It never shall flutter again. 


4 The lids that he seldom could close, 
By sorrow forbidden to sleep, - 
Now seal’d in a quiet repose, 
Shall open, but never to weep ; 
These fountains can yield no supplies, 
These hollows from water are free ; 
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Or 


_ 


1S 
~ 


or 


‘The tears are all wip’d from these eyes, 
And evil they never shall see. ; 


To mourn and to suffer is mine, oe 
While, bound in a prison, I breathe, ~ 
And still for deliverance pine, 
And press to the issues of death : 
What now with my tears I bedew, 
I wait thy good time to become ; 
My spirit created anew, 
My body consign’d to the tomb ! 


CXXVIIL Desiring to depart_and be with Christ, 
Phil. 1: 28. L. Ma. 
HILE on the verge of life I stand, 
And view the scene on either hand, 
My spirit struggles with my clay, — 
And longs to wing its flight away. 


2 Where Jesus dwells, my soul would be ; 


It faints my much lov’d Lord to see; _ 
Earth, twine no more about my heatt ¢ "ae 
For °tis far better to depart. iS 


Come, ye angelic envoys, come, 

And lead the willing pilgrim home! 
Ye know the way to Jesus’ throne— 
Source of my joys, and of your own. 


That blissful interview how sweet ! 

To fall transported at his feet ! 

Rais’d io his arms, to view his face, 
Through the full beamings of his grace ! 


As with a seraph’s voice to sing ! 
To fly as on a cherub’s wing { 


—- = 
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Performing, with unwearied hands, 
The present Saviour’s high commands. 


6 Yet, with these prospects full in sight, 
We'll wait thy signal for the flight ; 
For, while thy service we pursue, 
We find a heaven in all we do. 


CXXIX. Ecclesiastes 12: °'7. L. M. 


1 ROW his low bed of mortal dust, 
Escap’d the prison of his clay, 
The oew inhabitant of bliss, 
To heaven directs his wondrous way. 


2 Ye fields, that witness’d once his tears, 
Ye winds, that wafted oft his sighs, 
Ye mountains, where he breath’d his prayers, 
When sorrow’s shadows veil’d his eyes ; 


3 No more the weary pilgrim mourns, 
No more affliction wrings his heart ; 
The unfetter’d soul to God returas— 
Forever he and anguish part ! 


A Receive, O earth, his faded form ; 
In thy cold boboin let it lie ; 
‘Safe let it rest from ev’ry storm— 
Soon must it rise, no more to die } 


CXXX. C. M. 


f! HRO’ sorrow’s night and danger’s path, 
Amid the deep’ ning gloom, 
We, soldiers of an injur’d King, 
Are marching to the tomb, 
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2 There, when the turmoil is no more, 
And all our powers decay, 
Our cold remains, in solitude, 
Shall sleep the years away. 


3 Our labors done, securely laid 
Io this our last retreat, 
Unheeced, o’er our silent dust, 
The storms of life shall beat. 


4 These ashes poor, this little dust, 
Our Father’s care shall keep, 
Till the last angel rise, and break 
The long and dreary sleeps & 
5 Then love’s soft dew, o’er every eye, 
Shall shed its mildest rays, _ j 
And the long silent dust_shall burst 
With shouts of endless prat 


. 


CXXXI. The departing saint. 8, 7. 


1 APPY soul, thy days are ended, 
4 All thy mourning days below ; 
Go, by angel guards attended, 

To the sight of Jesus, go! 

2 Waiting to receive thy spirit, 

Lo ! the Saviour stands above ; 
Shows the glory of his merit, 
Reaches out the crown of love. 


3 Struggle through thy latest passion 
To thy dear Redeemer’s breastew 
To his uttermost salvaiion— 
To his everlasting rest, 
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4 For the joy he sets before thee, 


3 


ear a momentary pain ; 
Die, to live the life of glory— 
Suffer, with thy Lord to reign. 


CXXXIL Ata funeral. L. M. 
ENEATH our feet, and o’er our head, 


Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead, 
Above us is the heaven, 


Their names are graven on the stone, 
Their bones are in the clay ; 


. And ere another day is done, 


Ourselves may, be as they. 


Death rides on every passing breeze ; 
He lurks in every flower ; 

Each season has its own disease, 

Its peril, every hour. 


Our eyes have.seen the rosy light 
Of youth’s soft cheek decay, 

And fate descend, in sudden night, 
On manhood’s middle day 


Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly at the tomb ; 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come ? 


Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know ; 
W here’er thy foot can tread, 

The earth rings hollow from below, 
And warns thee of her dead, 
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7 Turn, mortal, tarn! thy soul apply 
To truths divinely given ; 
‘The bones that underneath thee lie, 
Shall live for hell or heaven, * 


CXXXIII. At a funeral. 

Lis ROTHER, thou art gone before us, 
B And thy saintly soul is flown, — 
Where tears are wip’d from every eye, 

And sorrow is unknown : 
From the burden of the flesh, 
And from sin and fear releas’d, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. ~ 


Earth to earth, and dust to dust, 
Hath solemnly been said; £ 

So we lay the turf above thee now, 
And we seal thy narrow bed: ~ 

But thy spirit, brother, soars away 


Among the faithful blest, 


i) 


Where the wicked cease fi roubling, 
And the weary are at r 
CXXXIV. The sudden-death of ajminister. §. M. 


1 ERVANT of God ! well done ; 
; J Rest from thy lov’d employ ; 
he battle fought, the victory won, 

Enter thy master’s joy. 


2 The voice at midnight came ; 
He started up to hear ; 
A mortal arrow piere’d his frame ; 
He fell—but felt no fear. 
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ied At midnight came the cry— 

= « To tieet thy God, prepare !” 

~ He woke, and caught his Captain’s eye 5 
Then, strong in faith and prayer, 

4 His spirit, with a bound, 
Burst its encumbering elay ; 


_ His tent, at sun- rise, on nebo ground, 
A Borken’d ruin lay. 


3 The pains of death are past, 
Labor and sorrow cease ; 
. And life’s long warfare clos’d at last, 
His soul-is found in peace, 
6 Soldier of Chyist ! well done : 
Praise be"thy new. employ ; 
And while eternal ages run, 
Rest in thy Saviour’ 8 JOY, 


SS <. 
CXXXV, Death and Resurrection. C. M. 


1 HE wi past, reviving flowers, 
~ Ape paint the plain ; 
The woods@hail hear the voice of spring, 
And flo green again. 


2 Shall man depart this earthly scene, 
Ah, never to return! # 
No second spring of life re revive 
The ashes of the urn! 


3 Shall life revisit dying@worms, 
And spread the insect’s wing ; 
And oh! shall man awake no more, 
The Saviour’s name to sing ? 


L 
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4 Cease, all ye vain, desponding fears ; 


When Christ from darkness sprang, 
Death, the last foe, was captive led, 
And heaven with praises rang. 


5 The trump shall sound ; the gates of death 


Shall make his chudren way ; 
From the cold tomb the slumb’rers spring, 
Aud shine in endless day. 


CXXXVI. Release from the body. L. M. 


EN shall that wondrous hour appeat 
Which frees me from this dark abode, 


_ To live at large in regions where _ 


3) 


i 


Nor cloud nor veil shall hide my God ? . 


Farewell this flesh, these ears, these eyes, 
These snares and fetters of the mind ; 
My God, uor let this frame arise, 

Till every dust be well refin’d. 


Jesus, who mak’st our natures whole, 
Mould me a body like thy own ; 

Then shall it better serve my soul 

In works of praise, and worlds unknown. 


Se 


3, ON THE JUDGMENT DAY. 


CXXXVII. Christ’s second coming. L, M. 
4h HE Lord will come, the earth shall quake, 
The hills their fixed seat forsake ; 

And withering, from the vault of mght 
The stars withdraw their feeble hght. 
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2 The Lord will come, but not the same: 
As once in lowly form he came— 
A silent lamb, to slaughter led, 
The bruis’d, the suffering and the dead. 


3 The Lord will come, a dreadful form, 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm, 
On cherub wings and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human-kind. 


4 Can this be He, who wont to stray 
A pilgrim on the world’s highway ; 
By power opprest, and mock’d by pride— 
O God, is this the Crucified ? 


5 Go, tyrants, to the rocks complain ; 
Go, seek the mountain’s cleft in vain : 
But Faith, victorious o’er the tomb, 
Shall sing for joy—The Lord is come. 


CXXXVIII, Judgment, P.M. 


1 REAT God, what do I see and hear { 
The end of things created ! 
The Judge of man I see appear, 
On clouds 6f glory seated ; 
The trumpet sounds ; the graves restore 
The dead which they contain’d before ; 
Prepare, my soul, to meet him, 


2 The dead in Christ shall first arise, 
At the last trumipet’s sounding, 

Caught up to meet him in the skies, 

With joy their Lord surrounding ; 
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No gloomy fears their Souls dismay, — 
His presence sheds eternal day 
On those prepar’d to meet him. 


3 But sinners, fill’d with guilty fears, 
Behold his wrath prevailing ; 
For they shall rise, and find their tears 
And sighs are unavailing : 
The day ‘of grace is past and gone, 
Trembling they stand before the throne ; 
All unprepar’d to meet him. 


Great God, what do I see and hear ! 

The end of things created ! 

The Judge of man I see appear, 

On clouds of glory seated : 
Beneath his cross I view the day, — 
When heaven and earth shall pass away— 

And thus prepare to meet him. 


bs 


z 


CXXXIX. L. M. _ 


HAT day of wrath, that dreadful day, 

When heaven and earth shall pass, away ya 
What power shall be the sinné?’s stay ? 
How shall he bear that dreadful day ? ~ 


When shrivel line like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll, 

When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead. 


3 O! on that day, that wrathful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from clay ; 
Be thou the trembling sinner’s stay, _ 
Though heaven and earth shall pass away ! 


ean 
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CXL. tev. 12°%. P.M. 


1 0 ! he comes, with sais descending, 
Once for favor’d sinners slain ! 
‘Thousand thousand saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train : 
Alleluia ! 
Jesus now shall ever reign. 


2 Every eye shall now behold him, 
Rob’d in dreadful majesty ! 
Those who set at nought and sold him, 
fs Piere’d and nail’d him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Messiah see ! 


37 Every island, sea, and mountain, 
Heaven and earth shall flee away ; 
All who hate him, must, confounded, 
fiear the trump proclaim the day : 
“ Come to judgment ! 
Come to judgment ! come away.” 


“4 Now redemption, long expected, 
*..- See in solemn pomp appear ! 
“All his saints, by man rejected, 
Now shall meet him in the air. 
Alleluia ! 
See the day of God appear ! 


. 5 Answer thine own bride and spirit, 
Hasten, Lord, the%general doom ! 
The new heaveh and earth t’ inherit, 
y - Lake thy pining exiles home. 
} All creation 
Travails, renee) and bids.thee come. 
ee 
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6 Yea, amen! Let all adore thee, 
High on thine eternal throne ! 
Saviour, take the power and glory ; 
Claim the kingdom for thine own ! 
O come quickly ! 
Alleluia ! come, Lord, come ! 


CXLI. The day of Judgment. 


i AY of judgment, day of wonders ! 
ED Hark ! the trumpet’s awful sound, 
Louder than ten thousand thunders, 

Shakes the vast creation round! _ [found. 

How the summons will the sinner’s heart con- 


2 See the Judge our nature wearing, 
Cloth’d in majesty divine ! 
You who long for his appearing, 
Then shall say, *‘ this God ts mine !”” 
Gracious Saviour, own me in that day for thine ! 


;3 At his call, the dead awaken, 
Rise to life from earth and sea 5 
All the powers of nature shaken 
By his looks, prepare to flee : 
Careless sinner, what will then become of thee < 


4 Horrors past imagination, 
Will surprise thy trembling heart, 
When thou hear’st thy condemnation— — 
‘‘ Hence, accursed wretch, depart, 
Thou with Satan and his angels have thy part.” 


5 But to those who have confessed, - 
Loyv’d and serv’d the Lord below, 


- 


- 


bs 
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He will say, come near, ye blessed, 
See the kingdom I bestow ; 
You forever shall my love and glory know. 


CXLII. The final sentence and misery of the wicked. 
Matthew 25: 41. S. M. 


i ND will the Judge desend ? 
And must the dead arise ? 
And not a single soul escape 
His all-discerning eyes ? 


2 And from his righteous lips 
Shall this dread sentence sound ; 
And through the num’rous guilty throng, 
Spread black despair around ? 


3 “ Depart from me, accurs’d, 
“To everlasting flame, 
“ For rebel angels first prepar’d, 
*“¢ Where mercy never eame.”’ 


4 How will my beart endure 

The terrors of that day ; 
When earth and heaven before his face, 

Astonish’d shrink away ? 


5 But ere that trumpet shakes 
The mansions of the dead ; 
Hark, from the Gospel’s cheering sound, 
W bat joyful tidings spread. 
6 Ye sinners, seek his grace, 
Whose wrath ye cannot bear ; 
Fly to the shelter of his cross, 
And find salvation there. 
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7 So shall that curse remove, 
By which the Saviour bled ; 
And the last awful day shall pour 
His blessing on your head. 


CXLIIL. Prayer for seriousness in prospect of eterni- 
ty. Poot 


1 O! on a narrow neck of land, 
?Twixt two unbounded seas I stand, 
- » Yet how insensible ! 
A point of time, a moment’s space, 
Removes me to yon heavenly place, 
Or shuts me up in hell. 


i) 


O God ! my inmost soul convert, 

And deeply on my thoughtless heart 
Eternal things impress ; 

Give me to feel their solemn weight, 

And save me, e’er it be too late ; 
Wake me to righteousness. 


3 Before me place in bright array, 
The pomp of that tremendous day, 
When thou with clouds shalt come, 
To judge the nations at thy bar ; 
And tell me, Lord, shall 1 be there, 
To meet a joyful doom ? 


A Be this my one great business here, 
With holy trembling, holy fear, 
To make my calling sure ! 
Thine utmost counsel to fulfil, 
And suffer all thy righteous will, 
And to the end endure ! 
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5 Then, Saviour, then my soul receive, 
Transported from this vale to live, 

_ / And reign with thee above ; 
There shall I see thy glories bright, 
Enjoy in thee supreme delight, 

And ne’er from thee remove, 


€XLIV. The great harvest, or the end of the world. 
Matth. 13:37. 1s, 


1 HE fields are all white, and the harvest is near, 
The reapers now with their sharp sickles appear, 
To reap down the fields, and the wheat to secure ; 
But the tares must forever the fire endure. 


2 Come, then, O my soul, meditate on that day, 
Wien all things in nature shall melt and decay, 
When the trumpet shall sound, and the angels appear, 
To reap down the earth, both the wheat and the tare, 


3 But hear the loud shriek that ascends to the sky, 
Of those in distress, (hat have no where to fly; ~ 
They call rocks and mountains upon them to fall, 
To hide them from the eye of the great Judge of all. 


4 °*T will all be in vain ; for the mountains must flee, 
And rocks, swift as bailsiones—and shall no more be ; 
The earth shall dissolve, the broad seas shal] retire— 
0! this solid world shall then be all on fire !- 


5 But hear the great Judge, in that dread day’s alarms, 
Say. gather my saints, bring them all to my arms ; 
That terrible plagues may be pour’d out on those 
Who dar’d to blaspheme, and my saints to oppose, 


6 Then, O wretched mortals ! look up and espy 
The glorious Redeemer descend from the sky ; 
On a chariot of fire, to the earth he 1s bound, 
With guards of bright angels attending around, 


~~ 
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7 Assemble, ye nations ; yeur sentence receive 5 
No more shall my word you invite to beheve 5 
My judgment is right ; my great sentence is just 5 
Conte hither, ye bless’d—but depart, all ye curs’d ! 


3 O sinners, take warning, and seek now the Lord 4 


This truth is most certain—’tis Jesus’ own word— 
That all true believers in glory shall dwell, 
But all unbelievers must sink down to hell. 

9 Farewell ! be intreated to ponder your wey 5 
Repent, hear his voice—he invites you to-day :" 
Our souls to his throne let us pour oul in prayer, 
And may we be prepar’d to meet Christ in th’ air. 


OXLV. Longing for a place at the right hand of the 
Judge. 8, 8, 6. a 
1 HEN thou, my righteous Judge, shalt 
come, 
To fetch thy ransom’d people home, 
Shall [ among them stand ? 
Shall such a worthless worm as ta 
Who sometimes. am afraid to die, 
Be found at thy right hand ? 
2 I love to meet among them now, 
Before thy gracious feet to bow, 
‘Though vilest of them all : 

But, can [ bear the piercing thought ! 
What if my name should be leit out, 
When thou for them shalt call ! 

3 Prevent, prevent it by thy grace 5 
Be thou, dear Lord, my hiding-place, 
In this, th’ accepted day ; 
Thy pard’ning voice, O let me hear, 
To still my unbelieving fear ; 
Nor let me fall, I pray. 


; coe 
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4 Let me among thy saints be found, 
Whene’er the archangel’s trump shall sound, 
To see thy smiling face: ; 
Then loudest of the crowd Vil sing, 
While heaven’s resounding mansions ring 
With shouts of sovereign grace. 


4, ON HEAVEN AND ETERNITY. 


CXLVI. Praise for hope of glory. C. M. 
y 1 i] SOJOURN in a vale of tears, 
i 


Alas, how can I sing ! 
y harp doth on the willows hang, 
Untun’d in every string. 


2 My music is a captive’s chain, 
Harsh sounds my ears do fill; 
How shall I sing sweet Zion’s songs, 
On this side Zion’s bill ? 


7 
3 Yet, lo! I hear the joyful sound, 
4 I’}l quickly take thee home ; 
Each word much sweetness doth distill, 
Like a full honey-comb. 


4 My Saviour is gone up to heaven, 
To fit a place for me ; 
For ’tis his will that where he is, 
| S There should his servants be. 


5 Canaan I view from Pisgah’s top ; 
Of Canaan’s grapes I taste ; ns 
My Lord, who sends unto me here, 
' Will send for me at last. ‘ 


132 . HYMN 147. 


6 My dearest friends, who. dwell. spore, - 
1 soon with joy shall see ; 
And all my friends in Christ below,» 
“Will soon come after me. 


CXLVII. The promised land. C. M. 


i N Jordan’s stormy banks I stand, | 
And cast'a wishful eye 
To Canaan’s fair and happy land, | 
Where my possessions lie. 


(tS) 


O the transporting, rapturous suehe, 
That rises to my sight! 

Sweet fields, array’d in living owe; 
And rivers of delight ! 


There generous fruits, that never fail, 
On trees immortal grow 5 

There rocks and hills, and brooks and vales, 
With milk and honey flow. 


es) 


4 All o’er those wide extet 
Shines one eternal da ¥3 
There God the Son fore 
And scatters night a\ hay. 


ons 


No chilling winds, or poisonous. breath, 
Can reach that healthful shore : : 

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death, © 
Are felt and four'al no more. 


_ 6 When shall I reach that happy St 
And be forever blest ? 


When shall I see my ‘Father's am 


And in his bosem rest ? 


F 


HYMN 148. 133 


7 Fill’d with delight, my raptur’d soul 
Can here no longer stay : 
Though Jordan’s waves around me roll, 
Fearless I’d launch away. 


CXLVIII. The heavenly Jerusalem. Rev. 21. C.M. 
1 ERUSALEM ! my bappy home! 


Name ever dear to me! 
When shall my labors have an end 
In joy, and peace, and thee ? 


2 When shall these eyes, thy heaven-built walls 
And pearly gates, behold ; 
Thy bulwarks, with salvation strong, 
And streets of shining gold ? 


3 O when, thou city of my God, 
Shall I thy courts ascend ; 
Where congregations ne’er break up, 
And sabbaths have no end ? 


4 There happier bowers than Eden’s bloom, 
Nor sin nor sorrow know : 
Blest seats) through rude and stormy scenes, 
I onward press to you. 


5 Why should I shrink at pain and wo, 
Or feel, at death, dismay ? 
I’ve Canaan’s goodly land in view, 
And realms of endless day. 


6 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there, 
Around my Saviour stand ; 
And soon my friends in Christ below, 
Will join the glorious band. 


M 


134 HYMN 149. 


~l 


Jerusalem ! my happy home ! 
My soul still pants for thee ; 
Then shall my labors have an end, 
When I thy joys shall see. 


CXLIX. Supreme love to Christ. P. M. 


H Y gracious Redeemer I love ; 
MM His praises aloud Pll proclaim, ° 
And join with the armies above, j 
To shout his adorable name; 

Yo gaze on his glories divine, 
Shall be my eternal employ ; ° 

And feel them incessantly shine, 

My boundless, ineffable joy. © 

He freely redeem’d with his blood,” 

My soul from the confines of hell; — 


To-live on the smiles of my God, 
And in his sweet presence to dwell ; 
To shine with the angels of light, ~ 
With saints and with seraphs to sing ; 
To view, with eternal delight, 
My Jesus, my Saviour, my King. 
3 In Meshech, as yet, Preside 
A darksome and restless abode ; 
Molested with foes on each side, 
And longing to dwell with my God. 
QO, when shall my spirit exchange 
This cell of corruptible clay, 
For mansions celestial, and range 
Through realms of ineffable day. 


4 My glorious Redeemer ! I lon 
To see thee descend on the cloud, 


at 
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Amidst the bright numberless throng, 
And mix with the triumphing crowd : 

O, when wilt thou bid me ascend, 
To join in thy praises above ; 

To gaze on thee, world without end, 
And feast on thy ravishing love ? 


Nor sorrow, nor sickness, nor pain, 
Nor sin, nor temptation, nor fear, 
Shall ever molest me again ; 
Perfection of glory reigns there. 
This soul and this body shall shine 
In robes of salyation and praise, 
And banquet on pleasures divine, 
Where God his full bounty displays, 
Ye palaces, sceptres and crowns, 
Your pride with disdain I survey ; 
Your pomps are but shadows and sounds, 
And pass ina moment away ; 
The crown that my Saviour bestows, 
Yon permanent sun shall outshine ; 
My joy everlastingly flows, 
My God, my Redeemer, is mine. 


eur L. M, 


ND is this heaven ? and am I there ? 
A How short the road! how swift the 
am all life, all eye, all ear ; [flight ! 
Jesus is here—my soul’s delight. 


Is this the heavenly friend who hung 

In blood and anguish on the tree ; 

Whom Paal proclaim’d, whom David sung ; 
Who dy’d for them, who dy’d for me ? 


y 
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3 How fair, thou offspring of my God 4 


Thou first-born image of his face ! 
Thy death procur’d this blest abode, 
Thy vital beams adorn the place. 


4 Io! he presents me at the throne, 


ri 


All spotless ; there the Godhead reigns, 
Sublime and peaceful, through the Son® 
Awake, my voice, in heayenly strains ! 


CLI. Lively hope and gracious fear. C. M, 


WAS a groveling creature once, 
And basely cleav’d to earth 5 

I wanted spirit torenounce |» 

The clod that gave me bith. 


2 But God has breath’d upon a worm, 


And sent me, from above, — 
Wings, such as clothe an angel’s form— 
The wings of joy and love. — 


3 With these to Pisgah’s top I fly, 


And there delighted stand, 
To view, beneath a shining sky, 
The spacious, promis’d land. 


4 The Lord of all the vast domain, 


Has promis’d it to me ; 
The length and breadth of all the plaia, 
As far as faith can see. 


5 How glorious is my privilege ! 


To thee for help I call ; 
T stand upon a mountain’s edge ‘ 
Oh save me, lest I fall ! 
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6 Though much exalted in the Lord, 
My strength is not my own ; 
Then let me tremble at his word, 

' And none shall cast me down. 


CLIL. Home in view. L. M. 


i S when the weary traveller gains 
The height of some o’erlooking hill, 
His heart revives, if cross the plains 
He eyes his home, though distant still. 


2 While he surveys the much lov’d spot, 
He slights the space that lies between ; 
His past fatigues are now forgot, 
Because his journey’s end is seen. 


3 Thus, when the Christian pilgrim views, 
By faith his mansion in the skies, 
The sight his fainting strength renews, 
And wings his speed to reach the prize. 


A The thought of home his spirit cheers ; j 
No more he grieves for troubles past ; 
Nor any future trial fears, © 
So he may safe arrive at last. 


5 ’Tis there, he says, I am to dwell 
With Jesus, in the realms of day ; 
‘Then I shall bid my cares farewell, 
And he will wipe my tears away. 


6 Jesus, on thee our hope depends, 
To lead us on to thine abode ; 
Assur’d, our home will make amends 
For all our toil while on the road. 
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or 
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—* CLI, Ss. M. 


H, where shall rest be found, 
Rest for.the weary soul ! 
’Twere vain thesocean’s depths to sound, 
Or pierce to either pole. 


The world can never give 
The bliss for which we-sigh ; 
’Tis not the whole of life to4ive, 
Nor all of death to die. 


Beyond this vale of tears, 
There is a life above, 
Unmeasur’d by the flight of years— . 


And all that life is love. oh 


There is a death, whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath: ——. 

Ob! what eternal horrors hang _ 
Around the seconddeath! 


Lord, God of truth and grace! ~ @ 
Teach us that death to shun : 

Lest we be driven from thy face, 
And evermore undone. 


Here would we end our quest— 
Alone are found in thee, 

The life of perfect love—the rest 
Of immortality. 


ooo 


CLIV. Celestial prospects. C. M. 
WEET glories rush upon my sight, 
fy And charm my wond’ring eyes 5 
The regions of immortal light, 
The beauties of the skies ! - 
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2 All hail! ye fair, celestial shores, 
Ye lands of endless day ; 
Swift on my view your prospect pours, 
And drives my griefs away.» 


3 There’s a delightful clearness now—- 
My clouds of doubt are gone ; 
Fled is my former darkness too— 
My fears are al] withdrawn. 


4 Short is the passage—short the space 
Betweev my home and me ; — 
There! there behold the radiant place ! 
How near the mansions be ! 


or 


Immortal wonders ! boundless things 
In those dear worlds appear ! 

Prepare me, Lord, to stretch my wings, 
And in those glories share. 


€LV. Heaven. John 14:2. 7%. 


1 IGH in yonder realms of light, 

I Dwell the raptur’d saints above, 
Far beyond our feeble sight, 

Happy in Immanuel’s love ! 
Pilgrims in this vale of tears, 

Once they knew, like us below, 
Gloomy doubts, distressing fears, 

Tort’ring pain and heavy wo. 
Oft the big, unbidden tear, 

Stealing down the furrow’d cheek, 
Told, in eloquence sincere, 

Tales of wo they could not speak. 


wo 
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But, these days of weeping o’er, 
Past this scene of toil and pain, 
They shall feel distress no more, 
Never—never weep again. 
3 ?Mid the chorus of the skies, 
>Mid th? angelic lyres above, 
Hark—their songs melodious rise ! 
Songs of praise to Jesus’ love ! 
Happy spirits ! ye are fled, 
Where no grief can entrance find, 
Lull’d to rest the aching head, ; 
Sooth’d the anguish of the mind ¢ 


4 All is tranquil and serene, _.. 
Calm and undisturb’d repose— 
There no cloud can intervene—_ 
There no angry tempest blows ! 
Ev’ry tear is wip’d away, — 
’ Sighs no more shall heave the breast ; 
Night is lost in endless day— ie 
Sorrow—in eternal reste! © 


CLVI. Martyrs. %s. 


1& FO are these, array’d in white, 
Brighter than the noon-day sun ? 
Foremost of the sons of light, 
Nearest the eternal throne ? 
These are they that bore the cross, 
Nobly for their master stood ; 
Sufferers in his righteous cause 5 
Followers of their Saviour, God. 
2 Out of great distress they came; 
Wash’d their robes by faith below, 


HYMN 157. 141 


In the blood of yonder Lamb— 
Blood that washes white as snow : 
Therefore are they next the throne, 
Serve their Maker day and night ; 
God resides among his own, 
God doth in his saints delight. 


3 More than conquerors at last, 
Here they find their trials o’er ; 
They have all their sufferings past, 
Hunger now and thirst no more ; 
No excessive heat they feel 
From the sun’s directer ray ;_ 
In a milder clime they dwell, 
Region of eternal day. 


4 He that on the throne doth reign, 
Them the Lamb shall always feed ¢ ~ 
With the tree of life sustain ; 
To the living fountains lead ; 
He shall all their sorrows chuse, 
All their wants at once remove ; 
Wipe the tears from every face ; 
Fill up ev’ry soul with love. 


CLVII. Rest in Heaven. P. M. 


1 HERE is a hope of perfect rest, 
To mourning wanderers given : 
There’s sweet relief for souls distress’d, 
A balm for ev’ry wounded breast—~ 
?Tis found above, in heaven. 


2 Let faith lift up the tearful eve, 
The heart with anguish riven ; 
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And view the tempest passing by, 
The evening Shadows quickly fly, 
And all-seftené in heaven. 


3 There, fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 
And joys supreme are given ; 
There, rays divine disperse the gloom : 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 
Appears the dawn of heaven, 


CLVIII. The world we hav¢ not seen. L. M. 


1 HERE is a world we have not seen, 
That time shall never dare destroy, 
Where mortal footstep hath not been, 
Nor ear hath caught its sounds of joy. 


2 There is a region lovelier far, _ 
Than sages tell, or poets singe ss 
Brighter than summer beauties are, — 
And softer than the tints of spring. 


3 There is a world,—and O how blest !— 
Fairer than prophets ever told ; 
And never did an angel guest, 
One half its blessedness unfold, 


4 It is all holy and serene, 
The land of glory and repose 5 
And there, to dim the radiant scene, 
The tear of sorrow never flows, 


5 It is not fann’d by summer gale ; 
?Tis not refresh’d by vernal showers ; 
It never needs the moonbeam pale, 
For there are known no evening hours, 
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6 No: for this world is ever briglit; 
With a pure radiance all its. owi-; 
The streams of uncreated light, 
Flow round it from the eternal throne. 


7 There, forms, that mortals may not see, 
Too glorious for the eye to trace, 
And clad in peerless majesty, 
Move with unutterable grace. 


8 In vain the philosophic eye 
May seek to view the fair abode, 
Or find it in the curtain’d sky :~ 
It is the dwelling-place of God. 


_ 


CLIX, The saints on earth and in heaven one compg- 
‘ ny. C. M. ; 
a HE saints on earth and those above, 


But one communion make ; 
Join’d to their Lord, in bonds of love, 
All of his grace partake, 


2 ‘One family, we dwell in him ; 
One church above, beneath ‘ 
Though now divided by the stream, 
The narrow stream of death. 


3 One army of the living God, 

To his command we bow ; 
Part of the host have cross’d the flood, 

And part are Crossing now, 


4 O God, be thou our constant guide ! 
Then when the word is given, 
Bid death’s cold flood its waves divide, 
And land us safe in heaven, 


“ 
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CLX._ The saints in glory. ©. M. 


1 OW bright these glorious spirits shine $ 
Whence all their white array ? 
- flow came they to the blissful seats 
Of everlasting day ? 


2 Lo! these are they from sufferings great, 
Who came to realms of light, 
And in the blood of Christ have wash’d 
Those robes which shine so bright. 


3 Now with triumphal palms they stand 
Before the throne on high, 
And serve the God they love, idst 
The glories of the sky. 


4 Hunger and thirst are felf no more, 

Nor suns with scorching ray 5 ’ 

God is their sun, whose cheering beams ® 
Diffuse eternal day. ™ 


5% The Lamb, which dwells amidst the throne, 
Shall o’er them still preside 5 
Feed them with nourishment divine, 
And all their footsteps guide. 


6 ’Mong pastures green, he’ll lead his flocks, 
Where living streams appear 5 
And God, the Lord, from every eye 
Shall wipe off every tear. ? 


~ 
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V. FOR BAPTISMAL OCCASIONS. 


mE: Stef 
CLXI. Taking up the Cross. “Mark 8 : 38. C. M. 
1 SHAM’D of Christ !—my soul, disdain 
The mean, ungenerous thought : 
Shall I disown that friend, whose bload 
To man salvation brought : ? 


2 With the glad news of love and peace, 
From heaven to earth he came ; 

For-us endur’d the painful cross— 
For us, despis’d the shame. 


3 At his command, we must take up 
Our cross without elay 
Our liyes—and thousand ie: like ours— 
line Can ne’er his love repay. 


& To bear his piipe—his cross to bear— 
Our highest honor this ! 
Who nobly suffers now for him, 
Shall reign with him ia bliss. 


5 But should we, in the evil day, 
From our profession fly — 
Jesus, the Judge, before the world, 
The traitor will deny. 


CLXIL Hymn written by Mr. Jupson, Missionary ; 
and sung at the baptism of several soldiers, at Maul- 
mein, British Pegu. L. M. 
i UR Saviour bow’d beneath the wave, 
4 And meekly sought a watery graye ; 
' Come, see the sacred path he trod— 
_ A path well pleasing to our God. 


- 
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2 Fis voice we hear, his footsteps trace ; 
‘And hither come to scek his face, 
To do his will,-tofeel his love, 
And join our sofigs with songs above. 


3 [losanna to the Lamb divine ! 
Let endless glories round him shine ! 
High over the heavens forever reign; 
© Lamb of God, for sinners slain ! 


4 We love thy name, we love thy laws, 
And joyfolly embrace thy cause 5 
We love thy cross, the shame, the pain ; 
O Lamb of God, for sinners slain ! 


We plunge beneath the mystic flood ; 

O plunge us in thy cleansing blood 

We die to sin, and seek agrave 

With thee, beneath the yielding wave. = 
Ss - 


nn 


6 And as we rise with thee to live, 
O let the Holy Spirit give >» 
The sealing unction from above, . 
The breath of life, the fire of love ! 
“7 Come, Holy Spirit, Dove divine ! 
On us with beams of merey shine, 
a And teach our hearts, in highest strain, 
__ ‘Po praise the Lamb for sinners slain. 


CLXII.. Sung at the baptism of several young persons. 


THOU, who onee in Jordan’s wave, 
Wast buried by thy servant’s hand ; 
Who didst the great example leave ; 


i 4 down and bless this youthful band. 
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On them thy Holy Spirit.pour, 

While they thy sacred footsteps trace ; 
Be this to them a heavenly hour : ” 

O fill their hearts with thy rich grace. 


3 Buried with thee, may they arise, 
‘To live a life divinely new, 
To serve thee here, till, in the skies, 
Thy upveil’d presence they shall view, 


so) 


4 O may each one of them at last, 
Appear before thy radiant throne ; 
Their golden crowns before thee cast, 
And ever praise the great Three-One. 
a — 
CLXIV. z will pay thee my vows. Ps. 66:13. C. M. 


al FITNESS, ye men and angels now ; 
Before the Lord we speak ; 
+ 
To him we make our solemn yow, 
A vow we dare not break : 


2 That long as life itself shall last, 
Ourselves to Christ we yield ; 
Nor from his cause will we depart, 
Or’ever quit the field. 


83 We trust not in our native strength, 
But on his grace rely, 
That, with returning wants, the Lord 
Will all our need “supply. 


4 Lord, guide our doubtful feet aright, 
And keep us in thy ways ; 
And while we turn our vows to prayers, — 
Turn thou our prayers to praise, 


a 
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CLXV. Befére immersion. §- M. 
P Church. 
i 110 OSEiy# his cross to bear, 
Who bow’d to Jordan’s wave H 
Following your Saviour, will ye now 
Descend the watery grave ? : 
‘Candidates, 
2 We love his holy word, 
His precepts we obey 5 > 
Buried in’ baptism with our Lord, » 
We seek to be, this day. 
Churelt. 4& 
3 <All bail ! ye happy band; ‘ 
© Shrink fot to do his will; ae) > 
In deep humility this work) © 9") 
i. Of righteousness -fylBh.: . 7 
4 Tread in bis steps, with prayer, ” 
Invoke his Spirit free; “77% r F 
And_as he burst the gates of death, 
So may your rising be. ‘a 


————— 


on 


CLXVI. Not ashamed of Jesus: L. M. 


i ESUS ! and shall it ever be, j 
‘A mortal man asham’d of thee ! 
Ashamn’d of thee, whom angels praise, 
W hose ‘glories shine through endless days } 


2 Asham’d of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star ¢ 
He sheds the beams of light divine, 
er this benighted soul of ming, — 


i: 
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3 Asham’d of Jesus ! just as soon 

~ Let midnight be asham’d of noon : 
Tis midnight with my soul, till‘he, 
Bright Morning Star! bid datihess flee. 


4 Asham’d of Jésus ! that dear friend, 
~ On whom'my hopes of heaven depend ! 
No ; when I blush—be this my shame, 
That { no more revere his name. 
5 Asham’d of Jesus ! yes, I may, 
When I’ve no guilt to wash away, 
No tear to wipe, no g00d to crave, 
No fears to quell, no.soul to save, 


6 Till then—-nor isumy boasting vain— 
Till then, I boast a Saviour Slain! ¢ * wars 
Aad O may this my glory bea, .*™** 4% 
-, That Christ is not asham’d of me ! 
7% His institutions would [ prize, 4; -# ; 
* Take op my: cross—the shame déspise ; 
Dare to defend his noble cause, ‘ 
And yield obedience to his laws. 
CLXVII. Thus it becometh us. Matth. 3: 15, 
PF HNHUS it became the Prince of grace, 
ei And thus should all the favor’d race 
fiigh heaven’s conimand fulfil 4 
For that the condescending God, 
Should lead his followers through the flood, 
Was heaven’s eternal will. 
*Tis not as led by custom’s yoice, 
We make these ways our favor’d choice, 
And thus with zeal pursue ; 
N2 


ede 


t9 


. >, 
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No ; heaven’s eternal, sovereign Lord 

Has, in the precepts of his word, 
Enjoin’d usthus to do. 

And shail we ever dare despise 

The gracious mandate of the skies, 
Where condescending heaven, 

To sinful man’s apostate race, 

In matchless love and boundless grace, 
His will reveal’d has given ? - 


ve) 


> 


Thou everlasting, gracious King, 
Assist us now thy grace to sing ; 
And still direct our way .; 
To those bright realms of peace and rest, 
- Where all the exulting tribes are blest, 
‘With one great choral day. ~~. 
el a 


CLXVIIT. {agitation to follow the Lamb. 8. 7. 


UMBEE souls, who seek salvation, 
Through the Lamb’s redeeming blood, 
Hear the voice of revelation, nd 
Tread the path that Jesus trod. , 
Flee to him, your only Saviour ; 
In his mighty name confide ; 
In the whole of your behaviour, 
Own him as your sovereign guide. 


Hear the bless’d Redeemer call you, ~ 
Listen to his gracious voice 5 
Dread no ills that can befail you, 
While you make his ways your choice : 
Jesus says, “ Let each believer — 
“ Be baptized in my name :” 


a 


— 


wo 


~ 
~ 
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He himself in Jordan’s river 
Was immers’d beneath the stream. 


3 Plainly here his footstep3*traeing, 

Follow him without delay ; 

Gladly his command embracing, 
Lo! your Captain leads the way : 

View the rite with understanding ; 
Jesus’ grave before you lies ; 

Be interr’d at his commanding, 
After his example rise. 


(OLXIX. L. M. 


1 AIL, sacred land, to Israel given: 
E E Hdnor’d above all lands by heaven : 
‘e ere Christ, thé holy Son of God, g 
“* Was plung’d beneath the rolling flood. 


< Emerging from-his watery grave, - 
~ And leaying Jordan’s peaceful wave, 
The Holy Spirit, as a dove, 
On him alighted from above. 


3 The Father, from his shining throne, 
Acknowledg’d his beloved Son ; 
I am well pleas’d with thee, he spoke— 
From yondef® skies those accents broke. 


4 Come, ye whoa been born of God, 
Come, trace the path which Jesus trod ! 
Let none the great command despise, 

* Believers in the Lord, baptize.” 


N3 
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CLXX. He went on oss way rejoicing. cis S: 39. 


1 


nd 


~C, M. 


HE holy, « eunuch, when baptiz’d, 
i Went on his way with joy 5 
And who can tell what rapturous thoughts 
Did then his mind employ ? 


‘¢ Ts that most glorious Saviour mine, 
‘‘ Of whom I lately read ? 

‘¢ Who, bearing all my sins and griefs, 
“Was number’d with the dead ? 


“Is he, who burstiag from the grave, 
“ Now reigns above the sky, 
“My advocate before the throse, 2 
«My portion when I die? ~. 


«ft Have I profess’d his holy name ry : 


<< Do I his gospel beat - er 
“ To Etniopia’s scorched dae ate 
“* And shall I spread it there > . 


“ Bless’d pool ! in which T lately yy 

“¢ And left my fears behind ; 

What an unworthy wretch am I! 

‘* And God profusely kind. 

“¢ Bless’d emblem of that precious blood, 
‘© Which satisfied for sin ; 

And of that renovating grace, 

““ Which makes the consciefice Pie he 4 


n 
~~ 


This pattern, Lord, with sacred joy, 
Help us to keep in view ; 

The same our work, the same, O make 
Our consolation, too. 
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VI. SUPPLEMENTAL. 


r % 
ad CLXXI. Apostacy. C. M. 
1 HEN any turn from Zion’s way, 
(Alas ! what numbers do !) 


Methinks [ hear my Saviour say, 
‘* Wilt thou forsake me, too ?”’ 


iS) 


Ah, Lord ! with such a heart as mine, 
Unless thou hold’ me fast, 

I feel I must, ¥ shall decline, 
And prove like them, at last. 


3 Yet thou alone hast power, I know, 
To save a wretch like me; .,__ : 
To wham or whither could I go, 
If I should turn from thee?’ | 


~ 


Beyond a doubt, I rest assur’d, 
Thou art the Christ of God ; 

Who hast eternal life secur’d, 
By promise and by blood. 


oO 


The help of men and angels join’d 
Could never reach my case ; 
Nor éan I hope relief to find, 
But in thy boundless grace. 


6 No voice but thine can give me rest, 
Aad bid my fears depart : 
No love but thine can make me bless’d, 
And satisfy my heart, 


N 4 
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4 What anguish has that question stirr’d— 
df [ will also go ? 
Yet, Lord, relying-on thy word, 
I humbly answer, No! — 


CLXXII. ‘The three friends. P. M. 


1 HEN shall we three meet again ? 
When shall we three meet again ? 
Ott shall glowing hope expire 5 ~ 
Oft shall wearied love retire ; 
Oft shall death and sorrow reign, 
Ere we three shall meet again. 


2 Though in distant lands we sigh, 
_Parch’d beneath a burning sky.; ~ 
“Though the deep between.us rolls, 

Friendship-shali unite our souls’; 
And in fancy’s wide domain, 
Oft shall we three meet again. . _ 


3 When these burnish’d locks are gray, 
Thinn’d by many a toil-spent day ; 
When, around this youthful pine, 
Moss shall creep and ivy twine ; 
(Long may this lov’d bower remain !} 
Here may we three meet again. * 


4 When the dreams of life are fled ; 
When its wasting lamps are dead ; 
When in cold oblivion’s shade, 
Beauty, wealth and fame are laid ; 
Where immortal spirits reign, 
There may we all meet again. 


i 
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Or 


CLXXIU. C, M. 


ING we the song of those-who stand)’ 
Around the eternal“throne ; 
Ot every kindred, clime and land, 
A multitude a Fa 


2 Liie’s poor distinctions vanish here, 


To-day the young, the old, 
Our Saviour and his flock appear, 
One shepherd and one fold. 


3 Toil, trial, suffering still await 


4 


On earth the pilgrim throng ; 
Yet learn we in qur low estate, 
The eae triumphant’s song. 


Worthy the. Lamb, for sinners plain, 
Cry the ‘redcem’d above— 
Blessing and honor.to obtain, + 

And everlasting love, : 


5 Worthy the Lamb, on earth’ we sing, 


Who-died our souls to save ; 
Henceforth, O Death } where is thy sting ?* 
Thy victory, O Grave ? 


6 Then Alleluia! power and praise 


1 


To God, in Christ, be given : 
May all who now this anthem raise, 
Renew the song in heaven. 


CLXXIV. P, M, 


OME, let us anew, our journey pursue, 
Roll round with the year, 
And never stand still, till the Master appear ! 
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His adorable will, let us gladly fulfil, 
And our talents improve, 
By the patience of:hope and the labor of love. 


2 Qur life as a dream, our time as a stream, 
Glides swiftly away, 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay ; 
The arrow is flown, the moment is gone ; 
The millenial year 
Rushes on to our view, and eternity’s here. 


3 O that each, inthe day of his coming, may say, 
I have fought my way through, : 
I have finish’d the work thou didst give me to do! 
‘O that each from the Lord, may receive the glad 
“ "Well and faithfully dane, [word, 
Enter into my joy, and sit down’en my throne.” 


CLXXV. Farewell. “L.M. 
; . L. M. 


1 OME, christian brethren ! ere we part, 
Join every voice and every heart, 
One solemn bymn to God we raise, 
One final song of grateful praise. 


2 Christians, we here may meet no more, . 
But there is yet a happier shore 5 
‘And there, releas’d from toil and pain, 
Dear brethren, we shall meet again. 
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